m^^ 


^i^mm' 


W 


^m^^iM^ 


^mmm 


-'-■.^<^.^ 


w-t 


^^^^ 


Digitized  by  the  Internet  Archive 
in  2013 


http://archive.org/details/sacredharpcontaiOOhick_0 


C&i^e^  .:^)-7^  ■3^£'3Us-  /^j>:^ 


\^ 


V" 


tv 


.       >         >v;v  ^ 


• 


THE 

CONTAINING 

PART  FIRST, 

A  CLEAR  COMPENDIUM  OF  THE  RULES  AND  PRINCIPLES  OF  VOCAL 
MUSICK. 

PART  SECOND, 

A  COLLECTION  OF  THE  MOST  APPROVED  CHURCH  TUNES,  ARR  AN- 
GED  FOR  THREE  OR  FOUR  VOICES ;  WITH  A  LARGE  NUMBER 
OF  SELECT  HYMNS,  AND  A  FEW  SET  PIECES;  DESIGNED 
TO  FURNISH  SINGING-SCHOOLS  AND  SOCIETIES,  AND 
WORSHIPPING  ASSEMBLIES,  OF  EVERY  DENOM- 
INATION;  WITH  A  COMPLETE  SET  OF  TUNES, 
ADAPTED  TO  ALL  METRES  IN  COM- 
MON USE. 

PART  THIRD, 

A  COLLECTION  OF  POPULAR  AIRS,  AND  DEVOTIONAL  HYMNS/  DE- 
SIGNED MORE  IMMEDIATELY  FOR  PRAYER  MEETINGS  AND 
SOCIAL  CIRCLES,  THAN  SCHOOLS  AND  SOCIETIES. 


BY  J.  H,  HICKOK. 


PRINTED  BY  SHUGERT  &  CUMMINGS. 

1833. 


ENTERED, 

Accormng  to  Act  of  Congress,  in  the  Clerk's  Office  of  the  West- 
Tfn  .District  of  Pennsylvania?  September  6th.  Anno  DomiEi 

1  ■?  %  ^ 


THE  SACREB  HARP. 


RUDIMENTS  OF  MUSICK* 


LESSON  FIRST. 

1 .  Musick  is  the  art  of  combining  sounds,  in  a  manner  agree- 
able to  the  ear:  It  is,  also,  a  science  treating  of  the  principles  upon 
which  the  various  combinations  of  sound  are  formed,  and  by 
which  they  are  regulated. 

2.  There  are  two  departments  in  musick,  Melody  and  Har- 
mony. 

3.  Melody  is  an  agreeable  succession  of  sounds. 

4.  Harmony  is  an  agreeable  combination  of  musical  sounds, 
or  different  melodies,  performed  at  the  same  time. 

6.  Musick  consists  of  seven  primary  ^o?ie5  or  sounds,  which 
are  represented  by  the  first  seven  letters  of  the  alphabet.     # 

6.  Every  eighth  note  is  considered  the  same,  in  nature,  as  the 
first ;  and  is  always  on  the  same  letter  repeated,  and  of  the  same 
name. 

7.  A is  fi\e  lines,  with  their  spaces,  on  which  mu- 


Staff 


sick  is  written. 


8.  The  situation  of  the  letters  is  determined  by  certain  char- 
acters, caHed  clefs. 


9.  The  ^        is  used  in  Bass^  and  stands  on  the  fourth  line, 
F  Clef  —  always  counting  fron)  the  bottom. 


10.   The 

GClef 

n.  TheJO 
C  Clef     '  -^ 


is  used  either  in   Tenor  or  Treble,  and  stands 
on  the  second  line. 


is  used  in  Counter,  and  stands  on    the  third 
~line. — This  Clef  is  seldom  used  in  modera 
musick. 


THE  SACRED  HARP. 


The  Scale,  showing  the  proportionate  elevation  of  the  parts, 

TREBLE 

G     2-i 

F 21 

E         20 


Note.  This  scale  comprises  three  octaves,  or  eighths,  and  is  considered  the  ex- 
tent of  an  ordinary  human  voice- — When  notes  ascend  bcyoiid  the  j^rn\G,  th6y  are 
'Spild  to  be  in  alt  When  they  descend,  below  it,  they  are  said  to  be  double.— In 
ascending  or  descending  beyond  the  staff,  the  letters  are  repeated  in  the  same  or- 
der as  upon  it.  ' 

12.  The  musical  notes,  used  in  this  work,  are  the  four  follow- 
ing, viz :  

The  circular  note,     — .Ol  which  is  called  sol,  pronounced  sole. 

The  square  note,      IpZ  which  is  called  la,  pronounced  law. 

The  diamond  note,  IMZ  which  is  called  mi,  pronounced  mee. 


The  triangular  note 


which  is  called yj^,  pronounced  faw. 


Ohservaiions.    Guido,  an  ItaUan  monk  who  lived  in  Tuscany  about  eight  hun- 
dred years  ago,  is  reputed  to  be  the  first  who  brought  the  Scale  or  Gamnt,  to  some- 
thing of  its  present  form.    Fie  taught  the  use  of  the  following  six  notes,  viz:  Uf, 
Ri,  Ml,  Fa,  Sol,  La.    Le  Maire,  a  French  musician  made  an  addition  of  Si^  as  fol- 
lows. Uf,  Ri  Mi,  Fa,  Sol,  La,  Si,  Ut. 
C.  D.    E.    F.    G.     A.   B.  C. 
The  Kalians  have  changed  Ut'mioDo,  forsake  of  a  softer  sound ;  thus 
Do,  Ri,  Mi,  Fa,  Sol,  La,  Si,  Do. 
C.    D.    E.    F.    G,    A.    B.   C. 
Some  Amefican  Professors  use  the  following,  which  I  think  a  high  improve- 
ment where  the  round  notes,  only,  are  sung,  viz:  Fa,  Sol, La,  Ma,  Ro,  Na,  Mi. 

13.  Of  the  seven  primary  sounds  in  musick,  Jive  are  lohole 
toneSi  and  two  are  semitones,  or  halftones.  The  semitones  are 
always  between  mi  and/iz,  and  between  la  and/tf» 

14.  The  situation  of  the  notes  on  the  staffis  determined  by  tht 
Flats  or  Sharps,  at  the  commencement. 
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Note.    These  flats  or  sharps  are  called  the  signature  or  sign.  When  no  fiat  nor 
sharp  is  placed  at  the  begiiir.iner  o^u  nine,  its  signature  is  said  to  be  natural 

15.  Mi  is  the  governing  note.  Its  place  on  the  staff  is  found 
by  the  following  rule. 

The  natural  place  for  mi  is  on  B.  but, 
If  B.  be  flat,  mi  is  on  E.     If  F.  be  sharp,  mi  is  on    F. 

IfB.  andE. — mi  is  on  A.     If  F.  and  C.  mi  is  on        C. 

IfB.  E.andA.  D.     If  F.  C.  ami  G.  G. 

IfB.  E.  A.  and  D.  G.     If  F.  C.  G.  and  D.  D. 

16.  The  order  of  notes  in  ascending  from  mi  is/a  sol,  la,  fa, 
sol,  la — and  in  descending  from  it,  la,  sol,  fa,  la,  sol,  fa  ;  then 
mi  comes  again. 

EXAMPLE. 


nfc 


M 


TT,_  ,. 


LESSON  SECOND. 

Of  Notes  and  Rests* 
L  In  regard  to  length  of  time,  there  are  six  different  notes^ 
viz.     The  whole  note,  the  half  note,  the  quarter,  the  eighth,  the 
sixteenth,  and  the  thirty-second  note. 

2.  Rests,  are  characters  which  denote  silence.  Each  note 
has  its  corresponding  rest,  which  takes  its  name  from  ;.Iie  note, 
and  agrees  with  it  in  time. 

3.  The  whole  note,  or  Semihreve^  is  a  plain  open  note.  The 
whole  note  rest  is  a  hyphen  placed  under  the  middle  line. 

WHOLE  NOTE  AND  EEST. 


-□-^-^ 


4.  The  half  note  or  Minim,  is  a  semibreve  with  the  addition 
of  a  stem.  Two  of  them  are  sung  in  the  time  of  one  v/hole  note. 
The  half  note  rest  is  a  hyphen  above  the  middle  line. 

HALF  JNOTE  AND  REST. 

'■  f  izzsz^zirzx ' 


T^ 


XE^ 


S.  The  quarter  note  or  Crotchet,  is  a  black  note  with  a  stem* 
a3 


6 
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J^our  of  them  are  sung  in  the  time  of  one  whole  note. 
quarter  rest  is  a  hook,  turned  to  the  right. 

QUARTER  NOTE  AND  REST. 


The 


^^ 


6,  The  eighth  note,  or  Quaver^  is  made  by  adding  a  turn  to  the 
stem  of  the  quarter  note.  Eight  are  sung  in  the  time  of  a  whole 
note.     The  eighth  rest  is  a  hook  turned  to  the  left. 


EIGHTH  NOTE  AND  REST. 


^_^_ 


i§ik: 


7.  The  sixteenth  note,  or  Semiquaver,  has  two  hooks  at  the 
end  of  the  stem.  Sixteen  are  sung  in  the  time  of  one  whole  note. 
The  sixteenth  rest  has  two  hooks. 


SIXTEENTH  NOTE  AND  REST 


hooks 
note* 


The  thirty-second  note,  or  Demisemiquaver,   haa   three 
Thirty-two  of  them  are  sung  in  the  time  of  one  whole 
The  thirty-second  rest  has,  also,  three  hooks. 

THIRTY -SECOND  NOTE  AND  RES'?^' 


9.  When  any  notes  are  connected  by  the  turns  at  the  end  of 
the  stem,  they  are  said  to  be  grouped.  As  many  as  are  thus 
£»rouped,  are  sung  to  one  syllable. 

Note.  1.  The  whoie-note  rest  is  understood  to  fill  a  measure  in  all  varietie» 
©f  time. 

Note  2.  Besides  the  rests  v/hich  have  been  named,  the  rest  for  two  measure* 
for  four,  and  for  eight  measures,  is  often  used. 

EXAMPLE. 


2  measures        4  measures        8  measures 


1^^^ 


S 


~3  'TJIP^' 


1.  A 


< 
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LESSON  THIRD. 
Other  characters  used  in  Musick. 
or 


Brace        ^      a    shows  how  many  parts  are  sung  together. 


2.  Ledger are  added  when  notes  ascend,  or  descend 

lines     J_"         beyond  the  staff. 


3.  Single 
Bars 

4.  Double' 
Bars 

5.  A 

Sharp 


I  divide  the  musick  into  equal  parts,  as  it 
I  regards  time.  The  space  between  any 
two  bars  is  called  a  measure. 


m 


show  the  end  of  a  strain.  / 


I 1 before  a  note,  raises  it  half  a  tone. 


6.  A 


Flat-1>^ 


before  a  note,  sinks  it  half  a  tone. 


7.  A 
Natural 


_^__i^ —   Preceding  a  note,  before  made  flat  or 
"^  sharp,  restores  it  to  its  primitive  tone. 


Note.  1.    Flats,  sharps  and  naturals  thus  used  are  called  accidentals. 

2.  An  accidental  not  only  affects  the  note  it  precedes,  but  all  those  that  stand 
on  the  same  letter  in  the  same  measure  ,*  and  when  the  last  note  in  the  measure  is 
affected  by  an  accidental,  and  the  first  note  in  the  next  measure  stands  on  the 
same  letter,  the  separating  bar  does  not  destroy  its  effect;  it  will  continue  its  in- 
fluence until  a  note  occurs  on  some  other  letter. 

3.  Where  fa,  or  sol  is  to  be  raised  half  a  tone  by  an  accidental,  the  performer  in 
order  to  a  correct  intonation  should  call  fa, ^  and  sol  si  (pronounced /ee  and  see.) 
When  mi  is  to  be  flatted,  the  effect  may  easily  be  produced  by  calling  it  fa.  This 
methoii  has  long  been  practised  by  the  most  celebrated  European  schools. 

4.  The  signature  fiats  or  sharps,  at  the  beginning  of  a  tune  have  an  influence 
to  the  end  of  the  piece,  unlees  their  effect  be  destroyed  by  a  natural.  That  is, 
fiat  signatures  require  all  the  notes  or  letters  affected  by  them,  to  be  sounded  half 
a  tone  lower,  and  sharp  signatures  require  them  to  be  sounded  half  a  tone  high- 
er. But  as  the  names  of  the  notes  on  those  letters  are  governed  by  the  signature, 
this  effect  is  produced  without  any  effort  on  the  part  of  the  singer :  only  in  instru- 
mental musick  is  a  different  execution  necessary. 


8.  ASli^ 


— Wi  T  1 — 
urZpLltz  drawn  over  or  under  any  number  of  notes, 

^^IjNji^  shows  that  they  are  to  be  sung  to  one  syl- 


^O-  lable. 


A 

Point 


—  T^iT—  called  a  point  of  addition^  at  the  right 
'"^  "1  hand  of  a  note  or  rest  adds  to  it  half  its 
X, length. 
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10.  A 
double  dot 


=]s: 


at  the  right  of  a  note,  adds  to  it  three 
fourths  of  its  primitive  time. 


n.    A 

Repeat 


points  out  some  part  of  a  tune  that  is  to 
be  sung  twice. 


12.  Re 

peat  before  a 
double  bar 


a         «|"~  shows  that  the  preceding  strain  is  to  be 
-^—  repeated. 


13.   Rqh 

peat  after  a; 
double  bar 


shows  that  the  following  strain  is  to  be 
sung  twice. 


14.  A  Redite  :[i:     signifies  the  repetition  of  words. 


16.  A 
figure  3 

16.  Choo-: 
sing  notes 

17.  A 

Hold 


18,  Dou- 
ble ending 


called  a  9nark  of  diminution,  reduces  any 
three  notes  to  the  time  of  two  of  the  same 
—  kind. 


give  the  performer  liberty  to  sing  either. 


or  pause,  placed  over  a  note  or  rest, 
shows  they  are  to  be  held  beyond  their 
true  time,  at  the  discretion  of  the  per- 
former. When  placed  over  a  bar,  it  de- 
notes a  short  suspension  of  sound. 


^     is  used  when  some  part  of  a  tune  is  to  be 
■~^  repeated,  and  shows  that  the  note  or  notes 
5-1  under  figure  1,  should  be  sung  before  re- 
peating, and  those  under  2  after  the  re- 
peat ;  if  slurred,  both  are  sung  after  re- 
peating. 


19. 
Close 


20. 
Trill 


shows  the  end  of  a  tune. 


ty         shows  that  the  note  beneath  it  should  be 
_JH_|iliL        gently  shaken.     Although  this  is  one  of 
I  "TiZ  the   graces  of  mufiick,  it  had  better  be 
"-^^T^-"^'    omitted  than  performed  unskilfully. 
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21.  The (^ —  requires  a  gradual  increase  of  loudness 

Crescendo !—  of  voice  to  the  end  of  the  note. 


22.  The  — — j^~  denote  a  gradual  decrease  of  voice. 
Diminuendo \-~ 


*==^:rrr^=-  requires  the  note  over  which  it  stands  to 

23;  The  Q —  be  begun  and  ended  soft,  and  swelled  full 

Swell      in  the  middle. 


*     LESSON  FOURTH. 

Beating  Time  and  Accent, 

1.  Time,  in  musick,  directs  the  movement  of  every  piece  of 
musical  composition,  and  shows  its  equal  proportions  of  meas^ 
ure,  agreeably  to  the  sign  set  at  the  beginning. 

2.  Beating  time  is  generally  performed  by  causing  the  hand 
to  fall  and  rise  as  the  movement  may  require. 

Observation  1.  In  country  schools  where  a  Metronome,  or  Musical  Time  Keep- 
er cannot  be  conveniently  had,  the  Teacher  may  be  much  aided  by  apeiidulwn 
made  by  attaching  a  weight  to  a  string,  and  suspending  it  so  that  its  vibrations 
may  be  seen  by  all  his  school. 

For  a  first  lesson,  the  length  of  the  cord  should  be  such  that  the  weight  shall 
make  about  one  vil3ration  every  second.  But  for  general  use,  the  judgment  and 
taste  of  the  teacher  alone  should  dictate  as  to  the  length  of  his  pendulum.  It  is 
preposterous  to  give  fixed  rules  for  the  quantity  of  time  to  be  given  to  each  mood. 
Such  a  course  must  be  looked  upon  as  an  attempt  to  chain  the  judgment  of  the 
performer,  and  to  exclude  from  musick  that  taste  and  sentiment  which  are  indeed 
its  very  essenc^^ 

Observation  2.  If  the  pendulum  be  used  in  school  at  all,  it  should  accompany 
the  first  lesson.  The  pupil  should  be  taught  that  time  and  tone  are  inseparably 
connected  in  musick.  Be  ready  to  set  the  pendulum  in  motion,  and  require  the 
scholar  to  pronounce /a,  and  continue  the  sound  during  four  vibrations :  stop  the 
pendulum  at  the  fourth.  Repeat  this  several  times,  calling  it  a  whole  sound  or  note, 
and  also  require  every  pupil  to  accompany  the  pendulum  with  a  motion  of  the 
hand.  Then  divide  it  into  half  notes,  making  two  sounds  in  four  seconds,  then 
into  quarters,  &c.  When  these  exercises  have  been  repeated  several  times,  the 
Teacher  will  find  his  scholars  able  to  proceed  to  other  preparatory  lessons. 

3.  The  hand,  in  beating  time,  should  always  fall  on  the  first 
part  of  the  measure,  and  rise  on  the  last. 

4.  Accent  is  a  certain  stress  or  force  of  voice,  upon  what  are 
termed  the  strong  parts  of  the  measure.  The  unaccented  parts^ 
are  called  the  weak  parts. 
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5.  A  note  which  fills  a  measure  should  be  swelled  full.— 
When  a  measure  contains  two  notes,  the  first  is  accented*.— 
V/hen  it  is  divided  into  three,  or  four  equal  parts,  the  first  has  a 
full  or  superior  accent,  and  the  third  a  half,  or  inferior  accent. 
When  in  triple  time  a  measure  contains  six  notes,  the  first  has 
the  superior,  and  the  fifth  the  inferior  accent  ;  but  in  compound 
time,  the  first  has  the  superior  and  the  fourth  the  half  accent. 

Observation  1.  The  correct  observance  of  accent  in  vocal  performance,  may 
oiten  be  said  to  produce  the  same  effect  on  the  minds  or  passions  of  an  audience, 
as  oratory  does  m  speakmg.  When  singing  is  performed  with  proper  accent,  and 
a  just  expression  of  the  subject  or  words  sung,  the  attention  of  the  hearer  is  arrest- 
ed, and  the  tear  of  devotion  or  contrition  often  flows.  But  vocal  musick,  divested 
of  accent  and  expression,  is  but  a  continued  movement  of  sounds,  producing  lit- 
tle or  no  effect  on  an  audience. 

Observation  2.  By  expression  in  musick  is  meant  that  clearness  and  propriety  of 
articulation,  which  not  only  enables  thehearei-to  understand  every  word,  but  ex- 
hibits the  subject  sung  in  a  just  and  impressive  light.  The  primary  object  of  vo- 
cal music  is  to  impress  more  deeply  on  the  heart,  the  sentiments  advanced  in  the 
poetry.  And  when  it  is  properly  performed,  this  effect  will  be  produced  in  a  high 
degree.  Every  turbulent  passion  will  be  subdued-the  heart  will  be  softened  to 
devotion.  But  when  the  subject  is  rendered  unintelligible  by  false  pronunciation 
and  bad  articulation  (as  is  too  often  the  case)  the  musick  becomes  a  tiresome  mon- 
otony, and  can  never  reach  the  heart. 

Observation  3.  To  the  above  rules  for  accenting  musick,  there  is  one  exception, 
and  that  one  of  frequent  occurrence.  Whenever  the  musical  accent  happens 
to  be  at  variance  with  a  true  expression  and  emphasis  of  the  words  sung;  that  is, 
when  an  unaccented  note  is  applied  to  a  word  which  the  senee  of  the  subject  ren- 
J<,:-si  empiiutliik.~.nr  v.^.sii  a  word  nf  minor  importance  in  the  sentence  is  applied 
to  an  accented  note,  the  music  must  always  yield  to  the  spirit  and  sense  of  the 
subject. 

LESSON  FIFTH. 


Various  Moods  of  Time, 

1.  Time  is  of  three  kinds  ;   Common,  Triple  EHid  Compound* 

2.  Common   Time  has  three  varieties,  or  moods. 

3.  The  First  Mood  has  the  letter  C  for  its  sign,  contains  a 
whole  note  (semihreve)  or  its  quantity  in  a  measure,  is  usually 
sung  in  the  time  of  four  seconds,  and  has  four  beats  in  a  meas- 
ure, 1st.  down,  2nd.  to  the  Iq^U  3d  to  the  right  and  4th.  up. 

EXAMPLE. 


dim 


dl    r  u        d    I     r 


dl 


1 

1 

|_  ^     ^    .^    .^a 

"" 

/B& 

*~ 

ti:*L-S-  - 

j 

r  ^  r  ® 

w 

\^    im 

.  _KZ 

p«^rzp_ 

i'ty 

'rmr 

i::[__  1     . 

1  ^ 

1 

S                    t  \    \    \ 

N 

1     ( 

A  A        a  A  A  a 

Note.  In  this  and  the  following  examples  of  the  moods  of  time,  the  capital  let- 
ter A  is  placed  beneath  such  notes  as  have  the  full  accent,  and  the  small  a  under 
those  that  have  a  half  accent.  The  letters  above  the  staff  refer  to  the  movement 
of  the  hand  in  keeping  time. 
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4.  The  Second  mood  has  an  inverted  C  for  its  sign,  contains  a 
whole  note,  or  its  quantity  in  a  measure,  has  two  beats,  and  is 
usually  sung  about  one  third  faster  than  the  first  mood. 


EXAMPLE. 


d  u 


d 


d    u 


^ 


n  ~T 


rnpi 


K>^. 


:P: 


xnzri: 


A  a  A  A  A 

5.  The  Third  Mood  has  the  figures  2  and  4  for  its  sign,  con- 
tarns  a  half  note  (minim)  in  a  measure,  has  two  beats,  and  is 
performed  something  faster  than  the  second  mood. 


du 


EXAxMPLE. 

u  d 


:kz6:z?zP: 


-y^' 


-.--^^_ 


s: 


I 


Note. 


A  ^A  a  A  a  A 

When  figures  are  used  to  signify  the  mood  of  time,  they  show  the  fri^c- 


tional  part  of  a  semi  breve  contained  in  a  measure.  For  example,  the  figures  .2 
and  4  in  the  third  mood  of  common  time  show  that  a  measure  contains  two  4th. 
or  quarter  notes. 

6.  Triple  Time  has  three  varieties  •  firsts  second  and  third. 

7,  The  First  Mood  has  3 — ^2  for  its  sign,  the  Second  3 — 4^ 
and  the  Third  3 — 8.  Triple  time  has  three  beats  in  a  measurci^ 
1st  down,  2nd.  horizontally  to  the  left,  3d.  up. 


d     I      u 

EXAMPLES. 

dl     u         dl  u        d             I 

It 

e£  Z  u 

^ 

a  ^ 

«> 

y\    Hi 

T 

'^jk  A  "^  ^  ^ 

j^c_c:_c 

^ 

i 

z 

1    I 

1                1 

A           a      A              A           A                      a 

dlu        dlu        dl    u          d            I            u            dlu 

Q 

^=^^^ 

a   A  Bia 

I 

«>fe:_b.  k 

^ 

Cih' 

^  ^   9    »   1   9 

S"* 

^f    1    1 

'1          L 

4|     1     1 

N  iij  >  1^  _>' 

A           a        A               A             A                      a 
dlu        dl      u        dl  u        dlu          d^l\  u        dlu 

o     P"Tn 

1^ 

>0 

B     m 

dft 

r 

O     J  J]  _J 

Z.lJ_ 

^ 

vZ  ^^ 

j^   » 

ST^ 

-4^  ^Ald 

31  ^U 

^  zr 

-^  w  w  w 

w 

^ 

"^ 

■  • ■  ■ 

Note.    This  is  called  TVipZe  Time  from  the  odd  number  of  notes  and  beats  m  a 
measure. 
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8.  Compound  Time  consists  of  two  varieties,^r5/  and  second, 

9.  The  first  Mood  has  6 — 4,  and  the  second  6 — 8  for  its  sign, 
and  each  has  two  beats  in  a  measure. 

EXAMPLES. 


d               u 

d    u 

d        u 

d             u 

ij">_)^_M^_^ii. 

::ii» 

^  ^  r 

^  m,  r 

p-r  "N^-f^f* 

n  r  \    \ 

i           ..    _ 

•4— r-t_...r.tT7 

1    1    1 

I 

A 

d 


P 


^z^zzEjE 


g=S-«-W- 


:£S 


A  a  A    '  A  a  A 

Note.  This  is  called  Compound  Time  because  it  is  a  mixture  of  Common  and 
Triple.  There  is  an  odd  number  of  notes  to  a  beat,  a^id  an  even  number  of  beats 
in  a  measure. 


LESSON  SIXTH. 


Of  Staccato  MarJcs,  Syncopation  and  Apoggiatures, 
1.  Marks  of  distinction,  or  <S^«cca^o -M^rA:^,  point  to  notes 
which  should  be  sung  in  a  distinct  and  emphatick  manner. 
EXAMPLE. 


Written. 


? 

?    ? 

r-^ 

? 

1    ^ 

i  ^ 

r*^ 

1        ^ 

1    1 

1    1 

Sung 


Hark!       they     whis    per, 


Angels 


say 


mm 


Hark!  they     whisper,  An       gels         say, 

2.  Notes  of  Syncopation  are  such  as  begin  on  the  weak  and 
end  on  the  strong  part  of  the  measure,  and  consequently  require 
a  swell,  or  accent  on  the  concluding  part  of  the  note.  Syncopal 
Hon  is  sometimes  formed  by  slurring  notes  of  the  same  degree; 
in  such  cases,  the  note  is  pronounced  but  once,  but  the  sound  if 
continued  to  the  full  time  of  all  the  notes  so  connected;  and  where* 
€ver  an  accented  note  occurs,  a  swell  in  the  sound  must  be  ob- 
served. 


THE  SACRED  HARP. 
EXAMPLE. 
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:6agajsp^ 


V,^^ 


JJI 


3.  Appoggiatures  are  small  notes  inserted  to  improve  the 
melody.  They  make  no  part  of  the  measure,  but  all  the  time 
given  them,  is  borrowed  from  the  principal  notes  according  to 
their  value.  They  are  of  two  kinds,  Leaning  Notes  and  Afier 
Notes. 

4.  When  small  notes  precede  large  ones  they  are  called 
Leaning  Notes,  and  usually  require  the  accent.  They  borrow 
their  true  value  of  time  from  the  principal,  except  when  they 
precede  pointed  notes,  then  they  assume  twice  their  valae» 

EXAMPLE. 

LEANING  NOTES  WRITTEN. 


P 


Sr 


.1^ 

~rr_ 


KHrZ 


t-^- 


'tw: 


tK 


l^XJl 


SUNG. 


Sr^g^^^^^feg^ljEEi 


6.  After  Notes  are  those  small  ones  \vh\ch  follow  the  princi- 
pal. 

AFTEU    ?fOTE3,  WRITTEN. 


-©I-S. 


t 


&i 


S- 


ttl 


± 


:& 


f-^-.- 


:KZ_^ipk-,«.|ii^„^ 


sur^u^. 


_r^__^ 


B 
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LESSON  SEVENTH. 


Intervals  and  Chords. 

1.  An  Interval  is  the  distance  between  one  note  and  another, 
whether  immediate  or  remote,  as  from  C  to  D — from  C  to  F,  &c. 

2.  The  least  interval  used  in  modern  vocal  music,  is  a  semi'* 
tone.  

3.  An  interval  of  one  semitone,  as  from  mi  to  fa  is~f^iv~ 
called  a  Minor  Second,  -JIZL — 


4.  An  interval  of  a  full  tone,  or  two  semitones  as~ri 


from  fa  to  soh  is  called  a  Major  Second, 

5.  An  interval  composed  of  a  full  tone  and  a  halftone, — _a 
or  three  semitones,  as  from  mi  to  sol,  is  called  a  MinorZ!fzn 
Third.  -CZ: 

6.  An  interval  composed  of  two  full  tones,  or  four^"  ; 
semitones,  as  from /a  to  Za,  is  called  a  Major  Third.  -^ — ^ 

7.  An  interval  of  two  full  tones  and  a  half  tone,  or  ^ 
five  semitones,  as  from  mi  to  la,  is  called  a  MinorZ^ZlZ 
Fourth.  IL-U— 

T 

8.  An  interval  of  three  full  tones,  or  six  semitones,!;;; 
as  from /a  to  mi,  is  called  a  Major  Fourth.  — 

9.  An  interval  of  two  full  tones  and  two  half  tones,-_Z- 
or  six  semitones,  as  from  mi  to  fa, '  is  called  a  MinorZ^' 
Fifth.  ^ 

10.  An  interval  of  three  full  tones  and  a  half  tone,IZI 
or  seven  semitones,  as  from /a  to  sol,  is  called  a  Major~r' 
Fifth.  ^ 

11.  An  interval  composed  of  three  tones,  and  twoZZZ 
semitones,  or  eight  semitones,  as  from  la  to  fa,  is  called^T" 


5 


«  Minor  Sixth.  —B— ^ 


i 


12.  An  interval  of  four  tones  and  a  semitone,  or  ninel 


•emitones,  as  from /a  to  la  is  called  a  Mq;or  Sixth,    -y^ 
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13    An  interval  of  four  tones,  and  two  semitones,  or — -pi 

ten  semitones,  as  from  la  to  sol^  is  called  a  Minor  SeV'ZM_^ 

enth.  -^ 


14.  An  interval  of  five  tones  and  one  half  tone,  or--j_A~ 
eleven  semitones,  as  from  fa  to  mi  is  called  a  Maiorn  H" 
Seventh.  ^ 

^5,  An  interval  of  five  tones  and  two  half  tones,^ — ppl 
or  twelve  semitones,  is  called  an  octave.  ~"g 


Observation.  Having  given  an  explanation  of  the  different  intervals  in  an  oc- 
tave, the  next  step  is  to  show  hovsr  they  may  be  used  in  producing  harmony. 

16.  Those  notes  which  produce  harmony,  sounded  together 
are  termed  concords,  and  their  intervals,  consonant  intervals. 
Those  which  are  disagreeable  to  the  ear  when  sounded  together, 
are  called  Discords^  and  their  intervals,  dissonant  intervals* 

17.  The  Perfect  Chords,  are  Unisons,  Fifths  and  Eighths. 

18.  The  Imperfect  Chords,  are  Thirds,  Major  Fourths,  Mi- 
nor Fifths  and  Sixths, 

19.  The  Discords,  are  Seconds,  Minor  Fourths  and  Sevenths. 

Note.  Dischords  are  sometimes  admissible  in  musical  composition.  When 
they  precede  perfect  chords,  they  greatly  increase  their  power  and  beauty ;  but 
they  should  be  seldom  used. 


LESSON  EIGHTH. 

Of  the  Scales,  Keys  and  Octaves, 

1.  There  are  two  general  scales  used  in  modern  musick,  the 
Diatonick  and  Chromatick. 

2.  The  Diatonick  Scale  is  a  gradual  succession  of  natural 
sounds,  divided  into  octaves,  tones  and  semitones. 

3.  An  octave  contains  twelve  semitones,  viz.  five  whole  tones 
and  two  half,  or  semitones  ;  and  consists  of  eight  degrees,  or 
sounds  ;  every  eighth  note  (as  has  been  observed)  being  the 
same  ;  as  from  C  to  C,  from  G  to  G,  &c. 

4.  A  Key  in  musick  is  the  first  degree  of  an  octave,  or  the 
principal  tone  or  letter  in  the  scale  to  which  the  piece  is  accom- 
modated. The  bass  always  ends  on  this  note,  and  from  it  the 
pitch  should  be  taken. 

Note  1.  When  the  interval  between  the  Key  note  and  the  third  degree  above 
is  only  a  minor  third,  the  key  is  minor  (vulgarly  called  the  flat  kfeyO  but  when 
this  interval  is  a  mujor  third,  the  key  is  major  (commonly  called  a  sharp  key. 
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Note  2.  The  Muwr  Key  ia  adapted  to  airs  of  the  plaintive  kind,  and  the  Major 
Key  to  those  of  a  lively  animating  description.  In  selecting  tunes  for  pubhc  wor- 
ship, great  care  sliould  be  taken  by  the  Leader  to  make  choice  of  such  as  are  a- 
(iapted  to  the  spuit  of  the  psalm  or  hj^mn.  He  should  also  be  sure  to  pitch  his 
tunes  on  the  proper  key.  To  pitch  them  too  high,  or  too  low  cannot  fail  io  impair 
the  harmony  and  render  the  performance  painful. 

5.  In  the  natural  scale,  there  are  but  two  keys,  the  Major 
Key  of  C,  and  the  Minor  Key  of  A. 

EXAMPLES. 

MAJOR  KEY  OF  C. 
Ascending  Octaves  _.  Descending  Octaves 


MINOR  KEY  OF  A. 


Ascending  Octaves  _   _    ^Octaves 


fli    (♦' 


^m 


Descending  Octaves 


I    r 


I    1    I    r~rr~n 


F^ 


^tsi^ 


S 


Ikey" 


Note.  The  Minor  Key  is  esteemed  imperfect,  and  has  this  peculiarity,  that  the 
sixth  and  seventh  of  its  ascending  notes  in  the  Octave,  are  each  a  semitone  higher 
than  the  same  notes  descending.  The  minor  mood  requires  that  whenever  the 
seventh  of  the  scale  ascends  to  the  eighth,  it  should  be  sharped. 

6.  The  Chromatick  Scale  is  formed  by  semitones  only,  and 
generally  ascends  by  sharps,  and  descends  by  flats. 

7.  In  ascending  and  descending  on  the  chromatick  scale,  there 
are  thirteen  degrees. 

EXAMPLE. 

^  Ascending 


i 


EiJ 


-# 


"•#»" 


z^x 


■^« 


-IW- 


m 


5i3: 


*#•- 


■^^■ 


Pi«: 


:^ 


I 


C  Ci^      DD#        E        FF:|^ 


GG# 


AA# 
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Descending 
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1 — rr 


~T 


a 


Bil!^         0 


=i^f 


ibhw 


^: 


r^zcrfeirP^r^ti: 


j^m: 


1    I 


ij^-. 


M 


TTT 


C        BB  b      A^b        GG  b         F         EEb         DDb      C 

Note.  The  Enharmonick  Scale  in  modern  musick,  is  a  progression  of  Quarter 
tones,  or  semitones  divided  by  the  Chromatick  scale,  and  is  of  little  use  in  common 
vocal  musick. 


LESSON  NINTH. 

Transposition  and  Modulation. 

1 .  The  transposition  of  the  key,  is  the  removal  of  a  tune  high- 
er or  lower  on  the  scale,  than  its  natural  place,  by  assuming 
another  letter  for  the  key  note,  and  adapting  the  semitones  to  it 
by  means  of  signatures  or  accidentals. 

2.  Any  letter  or  tone,  of  the  Diatonick  or  Chroinatick  scale, 
may  be  assumed  as  a  key.  The  Minor  key  will  always  be  found 
situated  two  degrees  below  the  Major  key. 

EXAMPLES.  n 

SHARP  SIGNATURES. 


See 


-??-3- 


f 


s?_ 


z:si- 


^- 


:^_s:: 


^>- 


=a= 


±zz^it:^ 


-a- 


:r 


-^s^ 


FLAT  SIGNATURES 


^k±2ZZ3Z: 


Note.  The  transposition  of  a  tune  may  also  be  effected  by  the  aid  of  accidej:t 
talis,  as  well  as  by  change  of  signature,  but  is  then  generally  called  Ckromoitiek 
Modulatioa.  ^' 

b3 


la 
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3,  Modulation  is  forming  a  proper  choice  and  variety  of  chords 
in  harmony,  or  of  sounds  in  melody,  either  for  retaining,  reUn- 
quishing,  or  effecting  a  complete  change,  of  the  key  and  mode. 

4.  Modulation  is  produced  by  the  introduction  of  a  new  flat, 
bharp  or  natural  upon  the  original  scale.  It  is  either  natural  or 
abrtipt, 

5'  When  each  succeeding  chord,  and  also  the  key  and  mode 
are  nearly  related  to  the  preceding,  the  Modulation  is  natural; 
but  when  those  are  foreign  to  the  preceding  one,  the  Modula- 
tion is  abrupt. 

MODULATION  BY  FLATS.        , 
Bb  and    Ej)  andA   D 


B,  E&  A  b 


MODULATION  BY  NATURALS, 

A  b  removed  E  b  removed 


y- D — ^j — I — 11 riiniT 


■o"P: 


XW- 


■^- 


-B- 


-B- 
Keys 


Keys 


Keys 


LESSON  TENTH, 

PRACTICAL  EXERCISES. 

Note  to  teachers.  After  scholars  shall  have  practised  any  of  the  succeeding 
Exercises  till  they  can  sing  them  with  ease  by  note,  and  beat  the  time  correctly, 
their  progress  will  be  greatly  laciUtated  by  applying  the  lines  which  are  placed 
beneath. 
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EXERCISE  1. 
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^^b- 


3: 


~T 


IgXI 


-^: 


s?te 


P 


ICl^^ 


Glory  to  thee,  my  God  this  night,  For  all  the  blessings  of  the  light ; 
Keep  me,  O  keep  me  King  of  kings.    Under  the  shadow  of  thy  wmgs, 

EXERCISE  2, 


|"\/"^       N> 

1_^NNN_ 

^i_«_^~^zr 

lr- 

1  #  ^  k   i    1 

T7     1 

__i^  ^^  pz 

p-^-, 

t^LL^^rri 

€^  «^'  ^  ^ 

.   ^    f^    !       ! 

11^^ 

|-TO)^   -^  -^ 

-w  w>- 

1      t      ^    ^ 

^^^ 

6/ 

^    ^^ 

Come  thou  fount  of  every  blessing    Tune  my  heart  to  sing  thy  praise, 


WW 


I^ZSZS 


-^-~Wh 


5 


^       I'Sy       W-       6k^ 

-j ^ fe:-fe- 


"^~^^" 


-^-k*^- 


Streams  of  mercy  never  ceasing    Call  for  songs  of  loudest  praise. 
EXERCISE  3. 


O  come  loud  anthems  let  us  sing,  Loud  thanks  to  our  Almighty  King ; 

For  we,  our  voices  high  should  raise,  When  our  salvation's  Rock  we  praise. 

EXERCISE  4. 


r-^^ 

■    - 



ml      ^   ^ 

♦ 

PJ..      „ 

K  ^ 

%.   ^   ^ 

1 

¥(\\4         ^ 

rhi     1  " 

p~i  r~--  ■  r~ 

^S^      ^  f 

1  1  1         1 

Come      children  of               Zion     and 

help  us  to               sins' 

'fi\'^  ^      ' 

- 

1 

j  1 

-i_  -                rfl» 

V     ■ 

^->€>^         1 

_j  _j  a 

^_     1^^ 

4          1 

PI 

^  ^  ^ 

1 

_    '4-    ^ 

1     ^  ^ 

M 



I                   , 

L     ■ 

V 

Whose    life 

once  was 

given   our 

souls  to    ] 

re 

deem 

-    P'          ^ 

m     a           \                      > 

I 

p     ©       ^  [ 

m  m     ^ 

i 

( 

1 

F  F     ® 

.     r^-    ■  i 

j 

1       (1       1     i     ^'      a 

Loud        anthems  of         praise  to        our 

Saviour  and 

King 

i^ 

^       ^ 

1 

* 

IV 

^ 

•      la      J 

i 

__^J_ 

•       9       ^ 

1 

^       1 

L 

:     ^  ^  m 

.     .cr 

•     8 

And       bring  us     to  heav    en^     to       reign  there  with       him. 


20 


THE  SACRED  HARP. 

EXERCISE  5. 


vi 

1  n 

*" 

1 — 

^-^ 

^Zr- 

1 

— - 

JL^h    ' 

1   1 

.     »?« 

P 

•  i.    1 

inO\7 

-d^- 

ZfeTZTZ 

rz 

~v^-<A 

-^_- 

V'i''        "^ 

_l_  ^^ 

1 

Great  God  to  thee  my  evening  song,  With  humble  gratitude  I  raise : 
O  let  thy  mercy  tune  my  tongue,  And  fill  my  heart  with  lively  praise. 

EXERCISE  6. 


t 


f^-f- 


■d-H 


K-f»- 


n    r 


jizczn 


•"PT 


ipzi^iil 


Sweet  is  the  work,  my  God  my  king,  To  praise  thy  name  give  thanks  and  sing. 


ce*s 


Ei 


lO 


-IXt 


:51s: 


,^-1 


^m\ 


-B- 


:i^3 


EXERCISE  7. 


Sweet  is     the 

To  praise  thy 


work         my         God  my  king, 

name  give     thanks  and      sing. 

EXERCISE  a 


1.  Sweet  spirit,  if  thy  airy  sleep        Nor  sees  my  tears  nor  hears  my  sighs, 
O  I  will  weep,  in  luxury  weep    Till  the  last  heart's  drop  fills  my  eyes. 

EXERCISE  9. 


#=5 
m- 


TT-r 


m 


T' 


iM. 


iSx^p- 


jzir 


1 


'Wzmi 


T- 


'l2ll±L 


2.  Butif  thy  sainted  soul  can  feel,  And  mingle  in  my  mitery, 
Then,  then  my  breaking  heart  I'll  seal,  Thou  shalt  not  hear  one  sigh  from  me 


'^''* 

'm:- 
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EXPLANATION  OF  MUSICAL  TERMS. 

Adagio — with  a  slow  movement, 

Mto — counter,  or  high  tenor. 

Affetiuoso — in  a  style  of  execution  expressive  of  affection,  tender- 
ness or  supplication. 

Air — leading  melody  in  a  composition. 

Allegro — a  brisk  and  sprighJ.y  movement* 

Allegretto — less  quick  than  allegro. 

Andante — ^with  distinctness. 

Bi8 — a  passage  to  be  performed  twice. 

Con  sfiirito — "with  spirit. 

Da  Cajio  or  D.  C — close  with  the  first  strain. 

Duetto^  or  Duet — a  pjece  of  music  oi  but  two  parts, 

Di-voto — in  a  solemn,  devout  manner. 

Forte — strong  and  full. 

Grazioso — graceful;  a  smooth  and  gentle  style  of  execution. 

JLarghetto — quicker  than  largo. 

JLargo-^the  slowest  degree  of  movement. 

JModuaio — between  andante  and  allegro, 

Primo — the  first  or  leading  part. 

Piano-^soit. 

Pianissimo — very  soft. 

Solo — a  composition  designed  for  a  single  voice  or  instiiiment. 

Symphony — a  passage  to  be  executed  by  instruments,  while  the 
vocal  performers  are  silent^    • 

Tonic — a  term  nearly  synonimous  with  key  note. 

Trio — a  composition  of  three  parts, 

7«r^z— all,  or  all  together, 

Viuace — in  a  brisk  and  sprightly  manner. 
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PART  2. 


^^ 


ELLIOT,    S.  M. 


^'S    H" 


F 


I 


L 


l>^i 


p 


4-@l- 


.^ZMZM 


:sx 


-^-15= 


_!©_ 


■S?" 


&M^3 


_g_gl^ 


Come    sound  his  praise    abroad. 


~^S~ 


^"t^ 


And  hymns  of  glory    sing,      Je- 

N_N_Ni ^ 


I      \ 


33Z] 


-S-^ 


fe£SfesBg#5l^ 


i-^ 


i^-y-^ 


hovah  is  a  sovereign  God, 


_P_ 


t 


-j^ 


p~p; 


w~ 


A  universal  King, 

-^  >  :^= 


£ 


:b 


HYMNl,  Sabbath, 
Welcome,  sweet  day  of  rest, 

That  saw  the  Lord  arise ; 
Welcome  to  this  reviving  breast, 

And  these  rejoicing  eyes ! 

2  The  King  himself  comes  near, 
And  feasts  his  saints  to-day; 
Here  we  may  sit,  and  see  him  here, 
And  love,  and  praise,  and  pray, 


3  One  day  amidst  the  place 

Where  my  dear  Lord  hath  been; 
Is  sweeter  than  ten  thousand  days 
Of  pleasure  and  of  sin. 

4  My  willing  soul  would  stay 

In  such  a  frame  as  this, 
And  sing,  until  she  soar  away 
To  everlasting  bliss. 

WATTS. 


KERSHAW.     8,  7,  8,  7, 4, 7. 
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HYMN  2.    Dying  Christian. 

Furnished  for  the  Harp. 

Whence  ah!  whence,  this  mortal  anguish? 

Surely  'tis  the  touch  of  death, 
Why  do  all  my  senses  languish? 
Why  this  hard,  and  labour'd  breath? 

Pale  destroyer! 
Hast  thou  come  to  eall  me  home? 
O!  what  scenes  of  Heav'n's  revealing? 

Dawn  upon  my  ravish'd  sight ; 
Ravs  of  glory,  softly  stealing! 
(3h !  how  dazzling !  Oh !  how  bright — 

Mortal  vision ! 
Scarce  can  bear,  such  growing  light 
Distant  sounds,  of  sweetest  measure. 

Come  upon  my  dying  ear, 
Breathing  notes  of  holy  pleasure, 
Hark!  oh  hark!  they're  drawing  near; 

Heaven's  music! 
Millions  singing  Jesus'  love. 
But  an  object,  far  more  glorious, 

Fills  mv  heart  with  ecstacy  I 
Were  none  there,  but  Christ  victorious, 
Oh!  'twould  be,  sweet  Heav'n  to  me : 

Farewell  sorrow ! 
Jesufi  calls,--I  must  away.        H,  M. 


HYMN  3.     Gospel  Triumph. 
On  the  mountain's  top  appearing, 

Lo,  the  sacred  herald  stands ; 
Welcome  news  to  Zion  bearing, 

Zion  long  in  hostile  lands  : 
Mourning  captive, 

God  himself  will  loose  thy  bands. 
I  Has  thy  night  been  long  and  mournful. 

All  thy  friends  unfaithfnl  prov'd? 
Have  thy  foes  been  proud  and  scornful, 

By  thy  sighs  and  tears  unmov'd? 
Cease  thy  mourning, 

Zion  still  is  well  belov'd. 
God,  thy  God,  will  now  restore  thee! 

He  himself  appears  thy  friend; 
All  thy  foes  shall  flee  before  the. 

Here  their  boasts  and  triumphs  end : 
Great  deliv'rance 

Zion's  King  vouchsafes  to  iiend. 
Peace  and  joy  shall  now  attend  thfie, 

All  thy  warfare  now  is  past, 
God,  thy  Saviour,  shall  defend  thee, 

Peace  and  joy  are  come  at  last ; 
All  thy  conflicts 

End  in  everlasting  tent 
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Air.    Soft  be  the  gently  breathing  notes  That  sing  the  Saviour's  dying  love 
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HYMN  4.  77ie  Saviour's  Love. 
Soft  be  the  gently  breathing  notes, 
That  sing  the  Saviour's  dying  love ; 
Soft  as  the  evening  zephyr  floats, 
Soft  as  the  tuneful  lyres  above. 

2  Soft  as  the  morning  devv's  descend, 
While  the  sweet  lark  exulting  soars ; 
So  soft,  to  your  Almighty  Friend, 
Be  every  sigh  your  bosom  pours. 

3  Pure  as  the  sun's  enlivening  ray, 
That  scatters  life  and  joy  abroad  ; 
Pure  as  the  lucid  car  of  day. 

That  wide  proclaims  its  Maker,  God. 

4  True  as  the  magnet  to  the  pole, 
So  true  let  your  contrition  he — 
So  true  let  all  your  sorrows  roll. 
To  Him  who  bled  upon  the  tree. 

CoLlyer 

HYMN  5.    Bcath  made  easy. 
Why  should  we  start,  and  fear  to  die  ? 

\Vhat  timorous  worms  we  mortals  are! 
Death  is  the  gate  of  endless  joy, 

And  yet  we  dread  to  enter  tiiere. 
The  pains,  the  groans,  the  dying  strife, 

Fright  our  approaching  souls  away  j 


Still  we  shrink  back  again  to  life. 
Fond  of  our  prison  and  our  clay. 

O!  if  my  Lord  would  come  and  meet. 
My  soul  would  stretch  her  wings  in  haste 
Fly  fearless  through  death's  iron  gate, 

Nor  ieel  the  terrors  as  she  passed. 
Jesus  can  make  a  dying  bed 

Feel  soft  as  downy  pillows  are, 
While  on  his  breast  I  lean  my  head, 
And  breathe  my  life  out  sweetly  there 
Watts. 


HYMN  6.  Dealh-hed  of  the  Righteous. 
Sweet  is  the  scene  when  Christians  die, 

When  holy  souls  retire  to  rest ; 
How  mildly  beams  the  closing  eye ! 

How  gently  heaves  the  expu'ing  bi-eoet! 
So  fades  a  summer  cloud  away: 

So  sinks  the  gale  when  storms  are  o'er ; 
So  gently  shuts  IJie  eye  of  day : 

So  dies  a  v^ave  along  the  shore. 
Triumphant  smiles  the  victor's  brow, 

Fanned  by  some  guardian  angel's  wing; 
0  grave!  where  is  thy  victory  now  ? 
And  where,  insidious  death,  thy  stm^! 
Barbautd. 


HOOKER,  S.  M.     Ives'  Manual. 
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Awake  and  sing  the  song  Of  Moses    and  the  Lamb, 
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HYMN  7.    Rev.  15,  3. 
Awake,  and  sing  the  soag 

Of  Moses  and  the  Lamb ; 
Wake  every  heart  and  every  tongue, 

To  praise  the  Saviour's  name. 

2  Sing  of  his  dying  love. 

Sing  of  his  rising  power. 
Sing  how  lie  intercedes  above. 
For  those  whose  sins  he  bore. 

3  Sing  on  yo«r  heavenly  way, 

Ye  ransomed  sinners,  sing ; 
Sing  on,  rejoicing  eveiy  day, 
In  Christ  th'  eternal  King. 

1  Soon  shall  we  hear  him  say, 
"  Ye  blessed  children,  come !" 
Soon  will  he  call  us  hence  away, 
Attd  taiie  his  wanderers  home. 
HMuyiOND* 


HYMN  8.  Salvation  by  Grace. 

1  Grace !  'tis  a  charming  sound ; 

Harmonious  to  the  ear ! 
Heav'n  with  the  echo  shall  resound, 
And  all  the  earth  shall  hear. 

2  Grace  first  contriv'u  the  way 

To  save  rebeliioua  mau ; 
And  ail  the  steps  that  grace  display, 
Whigh  drew  the  wondrous  plan. 

3  Grace  led  my  roving  feet 

To  tread  the  heavenly  road ; 
And  new  supplies  each  hour,  I  meet, 
While  pressing  on  to  God. 

4  Grace  all  the  work  shall  crown. 

Through  everlasting  days ; 
It  lays  in  heav'n  the  topmost  stone. 
And  well  deserves  the  praise, 

D0£)DRID€K 
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When  O  my  Saviour,  shall  this  heart,  So  feel  the  influence  of  thy  grace, 
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Tliat  from  thy  cross  t' will  ne'er  depart,  But  live  around  that  hallow'd  place 


HYMN  9.    Ps.51.  11. 
Take  not  thy  Holy  Spirit  from  me. 

1  Slay,  thou  insulted  Spirit,  stay, 
Tho'  I  have  done  thee  such  despite, 
Cast  not  a  sinner  quite  avv^ay, 

Nor  take  thine  everlasting  flight ; 

2  Though  I  have  most  unfaithful  been 
Of  ail  whoe'er  thy  grace  receiv'd. 
Ten  thousand  times  thy  goodnes  seeU: 
Ten    thousand    times    thy    goodness 

griev'd; 

3  Yet  Oh,  the  chief  of  sinners  spare. 
In  honor  of  my  great  High  Priest ; 
Nor  in  thy  righteous  anger  swear, 
I  shall  not  see  thy  people's  rest. 

4  If  yet  thou  canst  my  sins  forgive, 
E'en  now,  O  Lord,  reUeye  m.y  woes  ; 
Into  rhy  rest  of  love  receive. 

And  bless  me  with  the  calm  repose. 

5  E'en  now  my  weary  soul  release, 
And  raise  me  by  thy  gracious  hand ! 
Guide  me  into  thy  perfect  peace, 
And  brine?  me  to  the  promis'd  land. 

^ C.  Wesley. 

HYMN  10.    Loveliness  of  Christ 

FURNISHED  FOR  THE  HARP. 

Oh  Saviour!  when  I  think  of  thee, 
M;  iieart  o'erflows,  with  grateful  love 


[Thou !  who  didst  even  die  for  me. 
That  I  might  reach  the  realms  above. 

Tho'  thou  wert  great !  supremely  great  ? 

And  angels  bow'd  around  thy  throne. 
Yet,  thou  didst  leave  thy  glorious  state. 

And  to  a  wicked  world  come  dow^n. 

Tho'  thou  thy  Father's  glory  shared, 
Yet  thou  becam'st  a  mortal  man  ; 

A  "man  of  sorrow  s,"  and  of  care; 
Oh !  wondrous !  great !  mysterious  plan 

Jesus !  how  meek,  and  lowly  thou ! 

And  yet,  how  gloriously  divine ! 
Lord !  while  around  thy  feet  we  bow. 

How  bright,  thy  dear  perfections  shine 

Among  ten  thousands  chief  thou  art. 
And  altogether  lovely  thou," 
0!  come,  and  dwell  within  my  heart; 
Jesus !  my  soul  is  waiting  now. 

Lord !  when  I  gaze  upon  thy  cross. 
And  all  thy  matchless  love  adore, 

"All  other  things,  t  count  but  loss," 
And  long  to  know,  and  love  thee  more. 

Then,  make  me  feel,  I'm  not  my  own. 
But,  dearest  Saviour,  wholly  thine, 

Bought  with  a  price,'  whose  worth  alone, 
Can  make  the  home  of  Jesus  mine. 
H.M. 
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Thee,  Now  in  the  bowels  of  thy  love,  Oh,  Lord !  remember  me, 
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HYMN  11.      Remember  me. 
Jesus!  thou  art  the  sinner's  Friend, 
As  such  1  look  to  thee  ; 
Now  in  the  bowels  of  thy  love, 
Oh,  Lord !  remember  me. 

2  Remember  thy  pure  word  of  grace. 
Remember  Calvary ; 
Remember  all  thy  dying  groans, 
And  then  remember  me. 

3  Thou  wond'rous  Advocate  with  God 
I  yield  myself  to  thee; 
While  thou  art  sitting  on  thy  throne, 
Oh,  Lord !  remember  me. 

4  I  own  I'm  guilty,  own  I'm  vile, 
Yet  thy  Salvation  's  free ; 
Then,  in  thy  all  abounding  grace. 
Oh,  Lord !  remember  me. 

5  Howe'er  forsaken  or  distress'd, 
Howe'er  oppress'd  I  be, 
Howe'er  afflicted  here  on  earth. 
Do  thou  remember  me. 

6  And  when  I  close  my  eves  is  death. 
And  creature  helps  all  flee, 

■^ote.  In  repeating  the  above  tune  it  is  necessary  to  slur  three  fourths  of  the 
third  measure  from  the  beginning,  as  it  is  written ;  but  in  singing  it  the  first  time, 
omit  the  slur. 


Then,  Oh  my  great  Redeemer,  God ! 
I  pray  remember  me. 

HYMN  12. 

The  Hope  of  Heaven  our  support. 
When  I  can  read  my  title  clear. 

To  mansions  in  the  skies, 
I  bid  farewell  to  every  fear. 

And  wipe  my  weeping  eyes. 

2  Should  earth  against  my  soul  engage. 

And  hellish  darts  be  hurl'd, 

Then  I  can  smile  at  Satan's  rage. 

And  face  a  frowning  world. 

3  Let  cares,  like  a  wdld  deluge  come, 

And  storms  of  sorrow  fall ; 
May  I  but  safely  reach  my  home, 
My  God,  my  heav'n,  my  all ; 

4  There  shall  I  bathe  my  weary  soul 

In  seas  of  heav'nly  rest; 
And  not  a  wave  of  trouble  roll 
Across  my  peaceful  breast. 

Watts. 


28 


N.  GRAFTON,  L.  M.        C.  Lyre. 


r^^p^^ 


-F 


zaosin: 


^^^P^^^^^^^ 


Return  ray  wand'ring  soul  return,  And  seek  an  injured  Father's  face, 
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HYMN  13.  Christ's  suffering  and  death 

1  Strech'd  on  the  cross,  the  Saviour  dies ; 
Hark !  his  expinng  groans  arise : 

See  from  his  hands,  his  feet,  his  side, 
Runs  down  the  sacred  crimson  tide. 

2  But  life  attends  the  deathful  sound, 
And  flows  from  every  bleeding  wound ; 
The  vital  stream,  how  free  it  flows. 
To  save  and  cleanse  his  rebel  foes! 

3  Can  I  survey  this  scene  of  wo, 
Where  mingling  grief  and  wonder  flow ; 

And  yet  my  heart  unmov'd  remain, 
Insensible  to  love,  or  pain  ? 

4  Come,  dearest  Lord,  thy  grace  impart, 
To  warm  this  cold,  this  stupid  heart ! 
'Till  all  its  pow'rs  and  passions  move 
In  melting  grief,  and  ardent  love. 

Steele. 


HYMN  14.    Penitence, 
Return,  my  wandering  soul,  return. 
And  seek  an  injured  Father's  face ; 
Those  warm  desires  that  in  thee  burn; 
Were  kindled  by  redeeming  grace. 


2  Return,  my  vi^andering  soul,  return. 
And  seek  a  Fathers  melting  heart; 
His  pitying  eye  thy  griefs  discern. 

His  heavenly  balm  shall  heal  thy  smart. 

3  Return,  my  wandering  soul,  return, 
Thy  dying  Saviour  bids  thee  live  ; 
Go,  view  his  bleeding  side,  and  learn, 
How  freely  Jesus  can  forgive. 

4  Return,  my  wandering  soul,  return, 
And  wipe  away  the  falling  tear; 
'Tis  God  who  says  *'no  longer  mourn," 
'Tis  mercy's  voice  invites  thee  near. 

Coltyer. 

HYMN  15.    A  Contrast. 
When  feeble  nature's  strife  draws  near, 

And  struggles  with  the  sinner's  sigh. 
Without  a  hope  in  Christ,  to  cheer, 

O!  then  how  hard  it  is  to  die. 

But  when  with  faith,  and  holy  joy. 
The  humble  Christian  mounts  on  high, 

His  Saviour's  arms,  beneath  him  laid, 
O !  then,  how  sweet  it  is  to  die. 
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So  fades  the  lovely  blooming  flower,    Frail  smiling  solace  of  an  hour; 
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So  soon  our  transient  comforts  fly,  And  pleasures  only  bloom  to  die. 
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HYMN  16,— 7s.    Matt.  28,  2. 

1  Angels  roll  the  rock  away ! 
Death  gives  up  the  mighty  prey ! 
See  the  Saviour  quits  the  tomb — 
Glowing  in  immortal  bloom. 

2  Now  ye  saints,  lift  up  your  eyes ;  2 
See  the  conqueror  mount  the  skies ; 
Trwops  of  Angels  on  the  road, 

Hail,  and  sing  the  incarnate  God. 

3  Heaven  unfolds  her  portals  wide —     S 
Glorious  Hero,  thro'  them  ride  ; 

King  of  glory  mount  thy  throne, 
Boundless  empire  is  thine  own. 
Praise  him,  ye  celestial  choirs,  i 

Praise,  and  sweep  your  golden  lyres ; 
Praise  him  in  the  noblest  songs. 
From  ten  thousand,  thousand  tongues. 
Gihhons. 


HYMN  17.    Worship, 
Come,  gracious  Spirit,  heavenly  Dov« 
With  light  and  comfort  from  above ; 
Be  thou  our  guardian,  thou  our  guide  ; 
O'er  every  thought  and-step  preside. 
The  light  of  truth  to  us  display, 
And  make  us  know  &;  choose  thy  way : 
Plant  holy  fear  in  every  heart, 
That  we  from  God  may  ne'er  depart. 
Lead  us  to  holiness, — the  road 
That  we  must  take  to  dwell  with  God  \ 
Lead  us  to  Christ,  the  living  way* 
Nor  let  us  from  his  precepts  stray. 
Lead  us  to  God,  our  final  rest, 
In  his  enjoyment  to  be  blest  ; 
Lead  U8  to  heaven,  the  seat  of  bliss. 
Where  pleasure  in  perfection  is. 

Browne. 


tThis  tune  may  be  sung  to  the  16th.  hymn,  or  any  other  of  the  same  measure, 
by  omitting  the  first  note  of  each  line. 
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Jesus,  with  all  thy  saint's  above,  My  soul  would  bear  her 
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part,-  Would  sound  aloud  thy  saving  love,  And  sing  thy  bleeding  heart. 
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MOUNT  CALVARY,  7s.  6  lines.     Jenks. 
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Hearts  of  stone,  relent,  relent,      Break  by  Jesus  cross  subdu'd 
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HYMN  18,    Mount  Calvary. 
Hearts  of  stone,  relent,  relent, 

Break,  by  Jesus'  cross  subdu'd; 
See  his  body,  mangled — rent, 

Cover'd  with  a  gore  of  blood  : 
Sinful  soul,  what  hast  thou  done ! 
Murder'd  God's  eternal  Son. 

2  Yes,  our  sins  have  done  the  deed, 

Drove  the  nails  that  fix'd  him  there  ; 
Crown'd  with  thorns  his  sacred  head, 

Pierc'd  him  with  a  soldier's  spear; 
Made  his  soul  a  sacrifice. 
For  a  sinful  world  he  dies. 

3  Will  you  let  him  die  in  vain. 

Still  to  death  pursue  your  Lord ; 
Open,  tear  his  wounds  again. 

Trample  on  his  precious  blood? 
No!  with  all  my  sins  I'll  part, 
Saviour,  take  my  broken  heart. 


Helpless  look  to  thee  for  grace ; 
Vile,  I  to  the  fountain  fly, 
Wash  me,  Saviour,  or  I  die ! 

4  While  I  draw  this  fleeting  breath, 
When  my  heart-strings  break  in  death, 
When  I  soar  to  worlds  unknown, 
See  thee  on  thy  judgment  throne, 
Rock  of  ages  shelter  me, 
Let  me  hide  myself  in  thee. 

TOPLABY. 


HYMN  20.    Learning  of  Christ. 
Go  to  dark  Gethsemane, 
Ye  that  feel  the  tempter's  power, 
Your  Redeemer's  conflict  see, 

W^atch  with  him  one  bitter  hour; 
Turn  not  from  his  griefs  away, 
Learn  of  Jesus  Christ  to  pray. 

2  Follow  to  the  judgment  hall. 
View  the  Lord  of  life  arraign 'd  ; 

O  the  wormwood  and  the  gall ! 
O  the  pangs  his  soul  sustain'd ! 

Shun  not  suifering,  shame,  or  loss ; 

Learn  of  hihi  to  bear  the  cross. 


HYMN  19.    Rock  of  Ages. 
Rock  of  ages  shelter  me. 
Let  me  hide  myself  in  thee  ; 
Let  the  water  and  the  blood, 
From  thy  wounded  side  which  flowed,3  Calvary's  mournful  mountain  climb ; 
Be  of sm  the  double  cure ;  rp^^^^^  adoring  at  his  feet, 

Cleanse  me  from  its  gudt  and  power,    jVIark  that  miracle  of  time, 


2  Not  the  labor  of  my  hands 
Can  fulfd  the  law's  demands  ; 
Could  my  zeal  no  respite  know, 
Could  my  tears  for  ever  flow. 
All  for  sin  could  not  atone. 
Thou  must  save,  and  thou  alone. 

3  Nothing  in  my  hand  I  bring, 
Simply  to  thy  cross  I  cling ; 
Naked  come  to  thee  for  dress, 


God's  own  sacrifice  complete : 
*It  is  finish'd,'  hear  him  cry ; 
Learn  of  Jesus  Christ  to  die. 

4  Early  hasten  to  the  tomb, 

Where  they  laid  his  breathless  clay, 
All  is  solitude  and  gloom. 

Who  hath  taken  him  away  ? 
Christ  is  ris'n ;  He  meets  our  eyes  ! 
Saviour,  teach  us  so  to  rise, 

C.  Lyre^. 
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HYMN  21. 
That  awful  day  will  surely  come, 

Th'  appointed  hour  makes  haste, 
When  I  must  stand  before  my  Judge, 

And  pass  the  solemn  test. 

2  Thou  lovely  Chief  of  all  my  joys, 

Thou  Sovereign  of  my  heart. 
How  could  I  bear  to  hear  thy  voice 
Pronounce  the  w^ord,  *'  Depart." 

3  O !  wretched  state  of  deep  despair, 

To  see  my  God  remove, 
And  fix  my  doleful  station  where 
I  must  not  taste  his  love. 


4  Jesus!  I  throve  my  arms  around, 

And  hang  upon  thy  breast ; 
Without  a  gracious  smile  from  thee, 
My  spirit  cannot  rest. 

5  O!  tell  me  that  my  worthless  name 

Is  graven  on  thy  hands ; 
Show  me  some  promise  in  thy  book, 
Where  my  salvation  stands ! 

6  Give  me  one  kind  assuring  word. 

To  sink  my  fears  again  ; 
And  cheerfully  my  soul  shall  wait 
Her  threescore  years  and  ten. 

Watth 
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HYMN  22.  Wors/iip.  3  Ye  sinners,  come,  'tis  mercy's  voice 

n^^^  r     J        1  T.  1         -i         The  gracious  call  obey ; 

Come,  Lord,  and  warm  each  languid    Mercy  invites  to  heav'niy  joys^ 

j^.r.-!tT   "li  rri       .     '  And  c?.n  you  yet  delay  ? 

Inspire  each  lifeless  tongue ;  -^       r.     •         /         . 

And  let  the  joys  of  heav'n  impart        ^  ^'^^^  Saviour,  draw  reluctant  hearts  ; 


Their  influ'nce  to  our  song. 

2  Come,  Lord,  thy  love  alone  can  raise 

In  us  the  heav'nly  flame  ; 
Then  shall  our  lips  resound  thy  praise, 
Our  hearts  adore  thy  name. 

3  Dear  Saviour,  let  thy  glory  shine, 

And  fill  thy  dwellings  here, 
Till  life,  and  love,  and  joy  divine 
A  heav'n  on  earth  appear. 

Steele. 


To  thee  let  sinners  fly, 
And  take  the  bliss  thy  love  imparts 
And  drink,  and  never  die. 

Steele. 


HYMN  23.  Invitation.  John  7.  37, 
The  Saviour  calls— let  every  ear 

Attend  the  heav'»ly  sound ; 
Ye  doubting  souls,  dismiss  your  fear, 

Hope  smiles  reviving  round. 

2  For  ev'ry  thirsty,  longing  heart. 
Here  streams  of  bounty  flow. 
And  life,  and  health,  and  blisS  impart, 
To  banish  mortal  wo. 


HYMN  24.    Breathing  after  the  Hdy 

Spirit. 

Come,  Holy  Spirit,  heav'nly  Dove, 

With  all  thy  quick'ning  powers, — 
Kindle  a  flame  of  sacred  love 
In  these  cold  hearts  of  ours. 
2.  In  vain  we  tune  our  formal  songs. 
In  vain  we  strive  to  rise ; 
Hosannas  languish  on  our  tongues, 
And  our  devotion  dies. 

3  Dear  Lord !  and  shall  we  ever  live 

At  this  poor  dying  rate  ? 
Our  love  so  faint,  so  cold  to  thee. 
And  thine  to  us  so  great  ? 

4  Come,  Holy  Spirit,  heav'nly  Dove, 

With  all  thy  quick'ning  powers, — 
Come,  shed  abroad  a  Saviour's  love, 
And  that  shall  kindle  ours. 

Watts. 
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HYMN  25.  Christian  Hope. 
And  let  this  feeble  body  fail, 

And  let  it  faint  and  die  ; 
My  soul  shall  qnit  the  mournful  Yale, 

And  soar  to  worlds  on  high  ; 

2  Shall  join  the  disembody'd  saints. 

And  find  its  long  sought  rest, 
(The  only  rest  for  which  it  pants,) 
On  the  Redeemer's  breast. 

3  In  hope  of  that  immortal  crown, 

I  now'the  cross  sustain ; 
And  gladly  wander  up  and  down. 
And  smile  at  toil  and  pain . 

4  I'll  travel  my  appointed  years, 

Till  my  deliverer  come, 
And  wipe  away  his  servant's  tears, 
And  take  his  exile  home. 


HYMN  26.   Rev.  3,  20. 

"  Why  will  ye  die  ?" 
Amazing  sight,  the  Saviour  stands 
And  knocks  at  every  door! 


Ten  thousand  blessings  in  his  hands 
To  satisfy  the  poor. 

2  "  Behold,'  he  s^ith,  "I  bleed  and  die 

To  bring  you  to  my  rest : — 
Hear,  sinners,  while  I'm  passing  by. 
And  be  forever  blest. 

3  "Will  you  despise  my  bleeding  love. 

And  choose  the  way  to  hell  ? 
Or  in  the  glorious  realms  above. 
With  me  forever  dwell  ? 

4  *'  Not  to  condemn  your  wretched  race 

Have  I  in  judgment  come  ; 

But  to  display  unbounded  grace. 

And  bring  lost  sinners  home. 

5  "  Will  you  go  down  to  endless  night. 

And  bear  eternal  pain  ? 
Or  in  the  glorious  realms  of  hght 
With  me  forever  reign  ? 

6  "  Say — will  you  hear  my  gracious  voic  e 

And  have  your  sins  forgiven  ? 
Or  will  you  make  that  wretched  choice 
And  bar  yourselves  from  heaven  ?" 
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HYMN  27.  Deut.  33,  27. 
**  Thou  God  art  my  refuge.^* 
Dear  refuge  of  my  weary  soul, 
On  thee,  when  sorrows  rise, 
On  thee,  when  waves  of  trouble  roll, 
My  fainting  hope  relies. 
2  To  thee  I  tell  each  rising  grief, 
For  thou  alone  canst  heal ; 
Thy  word  can  bring  a  sweet  relief 
For  every  pain  I  feel. 
t  But  O !  when  gloomy  doubts  prevail, 
I  fear  to  call  thee  mine  ; 
The  springs  of  comfort  seem  to  fail, 
And  all  my  hopes  decline. 
4  Yet,  gracious  God,  wliere  shall  I  flee? 
Thou  art  my  only  trust  ; 
And  still  my  soul  woidd  cleave  to  thee. 
Tho*  prostrate  in  the  dust. 


2  What,  though  the  arm  of  conquering 
death, 

Does  God's  own  house  invade ! 
What,  though  the  propiietp.udthe  priest, 
Be  numbered  with  the  dead  ? 

3  Though  earthly  shepherds  dwell  in 
The  aged  and  the  young,  [dust. 

The  watchful  eye,  in  darkness  closed, 
And  mute  th'  instructive  tongue ; 

4  Th*  eternal  Shepherd  still  survives. 
New  comfort  to  impart ; 

His  eye  still  guides  us,  and  his  voice 
Still  animates  our  heart. 

5  "  Lo,  I  am  with  you !"  saith  the  Lord, 
*♦  My  church  snail  safe  abide : 

For  I  will  ne'er  forsake  my  own, 
Whose  souls  in  me  confide." 


HYMN  28.  Confidence  in  Christ. 
Kow  let  our  mourning  hearts  revive, 

And  all  our  tears  be  dry ; 
Why  should  those  eyes  be  drowned  in 
Which  view  a  Saviour  nigh  ?  [grief, 


6  Through  every  scene  of  Hfe  and  death, 
This  promise  is  our  trust ; 
And  this  shall  be  our  children's  song, 
When  we  are  cold  in  dust. 

DODDRIDGB. 
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HYMN  29.  John  14,  26. 
Come,  Holy  Spirit,  come, 

Let  thy  bright  beams  arise ; 
Dispel  the  sorrow  from  our  minds, — 

The  darkness  from  our  eyes. 

2  Convince  us  of  our  sin  ; 

Then  lead  to  Jesus'  blood  ; 
And  10  our  wond'ring  view  rev,eal 
The  secret  love  of  God. 

3  'Tis  thine  to  cleanse  the  heart — 

To  sanctify  the  soul — 
To  pour  fresh  life  in  every  part, 
And  new-create  the  whole. 

4  Revive  our  drooping  faith ; 

Our  doubts  and  fears  remove ; 
And  kindle  in  our  breasts  the  flame 
Of  never-dying  love.  Hart. 


HYMN  30.  Invocation  to  the  Holy  Spirit. 
Biest  Comforter  Divine ! 

Whose  rays  of  heavenly  love 
Amid  our  gloom  and  darkness  shine, 
, .  And  pouitour  souls  above ; 

2  Thou— Vv^ho  with  "  still  small  voice" 

Dost  stop  the  sinner  s  way, 
And  bid  the  mourning  saint  rejoice, 
Though  earthly  joys  decay ; — 

3  Thou — whose  inspiring  breath 

Can  make  the  cloud  of  care, 
And  e'en  the  gloomy  vale  of  death 
A  smile  of  glory  wear ; — 

4  Thou — who  dost  fill  the  heart 

With  love  to  all  our  race, 

Blest  Comforter ! — to  us  impart 

The  blessings  of  thy  grace. 

SUrlcmd. 
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HYMN  31.    C/im^s  Nativity. 

Mortals,  awake,  with  angels  join, 
And  chant  the  solemn  lay ; 

Joy,  love,  and  gratitude,  combine 
To  hail  the  auspicious  day. 

2  In  heaven  the  rapt'rous  song  began, 

And  sweet  seraphic  fire 
Through  all  the  shining  legions  ran. 
And  strung  and  tun'd  the  lyre. 

3  Swift,  through  the  vast  expanse  it  fieW; 

And  loud  the  echo  roll'd ; 
The  theme,  the  song,  the  joy  was  new, 
'Twas  more  than  heaven  could  hold. 

4  Down  through  the  portals  of  the  sky 

Th'  impetuous  torrent  ran ; 
And  angels  flew  with  eager  joy, 
To  bear  the  news  to  man. 

5  Hark! the  cherubic  armies  shout. 

And  glory  leads  the  song  ; 
Good-will  and  peace  are  heard  thro'out 
Th'  harmonious  heavenly  throng. 
Medley. 


HYIMN  32.  LuKK  19.  38. 
Triumphs  of  the  Gospd, 
Furnished  for  the  Harp, 
O  joyful  thought!  Oh  rapt'rous  soond  I 

His  praises  le,tus  sing, 
Whose  true  and  faithful  word  declares 
That  Jesus  shall  be  King. 

2  What  tho'  (Mao*  enemy  should  rise. 

And  hosts  oF  agents  bring, 
Thy  word, our  faintingstrength  renews'; 
Our  Saviour  shall  be  King. 

3  The  heathens  i-'hall  destroy  their  Gods, 

And  Jesus'  praise  shall  ring 
Thro'out  a  world,  which  once  des^ikM 
But  then  shall  hail  him  King. 

4  And  He,  who  once  on  Calvary  groan'd 

Of  death,  once  felt  the  sting. 
Now  reigns,  thro'out  the  hosts  of  Hea- 

And  o'er  his  saints  a  King.        [vei>» 
Soon  shall  he  come,  andearthsha.il 

And  all  shall  tribute  bring;      [how, 
Soon  the  redeem'd  on  earth  shall  soar 

To  Heaven  where  Christ  is  Kin?-, 
H.  M. 
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HYMN  33,     77ie  Convert. 

1  I  hear  a  voi€«'  that  cornes  from  far; 

From  Calvary  it  sounds  abroad  ; 

It  soothe  my  soul,  and  callns  my  fear : 

[t  speaks  of  pardon  bought  with  blood 

2  And  'is  it  true,  that  many  fly 

The  sound  that  bids  mV  soul  rejoice ; 
And  rather  choose  in  sin  to  die, 

Than  turn  an  ear  to  mercy's  voice ! 

3  Alas,  for  those ! — the  day  is  near, 

When  merey  will  be  heard  no  more; 


Then  will  they  ask  in  vain  to  hear 
The  voice  they  would  not  hear  before. 

4  With  such,  T  own,  1  once  appear'd, 

But  now  I  know  how  great  their  loss; 
For  svv'eeter  sounds  were  never  heard, 
Than  mercy  utters  from  the  cross. 

5  But  Jet  me  not  forget  to  own, 

That  if  I  ditler  aught  from  those, 
'Tis  due  to  sov'reign  grace  alone, 
That  oft  selects  its  proudest  foes. 
Kelly. 
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My  sorrows  like  a  flood,  Impatient  of  re-strain t, 


to    thy   bosom      O   ray    God,      Pours    out    a  long  complaint. 


HYMN  34     Rest  and  peace  in  Heaven. 
Oh  where  shall  rest  be  found  ? 

Rest  for  the  weary  soul  ? 
'Twere  vain  the  ocean  depths  to  sound, 

Or  pierce  to  either  pole  : 

2  The  world  can  never  give, 

The  bliss  for  which  we  sigh ; 
'Tis  not  the  i^^/^oZeof  life  to  live 
Nor  all  of  death  to  die. 

3  Beyond  this  vale  of  tears 

There  is  a  life  above. 
Unmeasured  by  the  flight  of  years ; 
And  all  that  life  is  love. 

4  There  is  a  death  whose  pang 

Outlasts  the  fleeting  breath ; 
O  what  eternal  horrors  hang 
Around  *  the  second  de*th !' 

5  Lord  God  of  truth  and^race. 

Teach  us  that  death  to  shun, 
Lest  we  be  banished  from  thy  face, 
And  evermore  undone : 

6  Here  would  we  end  our  quest; 

Alone  are  found  in  thee, 
p.     The  life  of  perfect  love, — the  rest 
Of  immortality. 

MOiNTGOMERY. 


HYMN  35.  S.  M. 

And  must  this  body  die  ? 

This  mortal  frame  decay  ? 
And  must  these  aetive  limbs  of  mine 

Lie  moulderiiigin  the  clay? 

God  my  Redeemer  lives, 

And  often  from  the  skies 
Looks  down  and  watches  all  my  dust, 

Till  he  shall  bid  it  rise. 

Arrayed  in  glorious  grace, 
Shall  these  vile  bodies  shine, 

And  every  shape,  and  every  face. 
Look  heavenly  and  divine. 

These  lively  hopes  we  owe 

T  o  Jesus'  dying  love : 
We  would  adore  his  grace  below, 

And  sing  his  power  above. 

Dear  Lord,  accept  the  praise 
Of  these,  pur  humble  songs. 

Till  tunes  of  nobler  sound  we  raise 
With  our  immortal  tongues. 

WATTS. 
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Let  not  despair  nor  fell  revenge,         Be  to  my  bosom  known, 


-ZZZTlZZEZD 


P: 


-K 


p 


:Pi 


p- 


i 


i  i  ¥-;5-fp-pFK-f-?Tfffn-fp-pFFPgr-F-pfl- 


-p- 


W- 


%~ 


~r~' 


:P 


i~ni 


:a^i 


\\ 


!OI 


g 


O  ^ive  me  tears  for  others'  woe,    And  patience  for  my  own. 


-p- 


siipirKzzczizrz^Pziii: 


zt 


rrzi    r 


X 


x^ 


-PI 


pi: 


izc 


,.^.. 


^ 


is: 


RETIREMENT.     C.  M.  D. 


Pleyel. 


\  5^]^»"^lazdiS 


4^-m 


a 


„^  H^" 


-^- 


R 


:Pifc 


SI 


Air. 


aifirrriir 


U'd. 

ft 


While  thee  I  seek,  Protecting  Power,     Be  my  vain  wishes  still'd, 

in: 


ifczK 


itefed^^gj^^fe^ 


3)-fi7^ap 


x": 


:h-l^- 


'TV 


w  !«?, I Ih^ 

M-fffS 

J: — i—  'b^oqWii. tfostm ' 


And  mav  this  coi:  derated  hour,     With  better  hopes  be  fiU'd, 
1 k       ~^~      -    ^ 

-^'=^^ \—t~\ r— I— I 1— l—'Zi" 


im^^^m 


"=^3 


w.    r 


~(      r 


RETIREMENT,     continued. 


41 


PlA. 


r^- 


m^^^ 


"^i 


fim 


Thy  love  the  power  of  thought  bestow'd,  To  thee  my  thought^^would  soar; 


IWiT 


>-^- 


MiM_ 


Em 


For. 


Thy  mercy  o'er  my  life  has  flow'd,        That   mer-cy      I   adore, 


iJ^^M 


-^- 


3 


:m 


1    r\ 


—  3 


.tK 


TT 


m  1 


~W 


wnu: 


J  'vr 


V__"fc 


^ 

"^~il 


HYMN  36.  Devotio7u 
Whilst  thee  I  seek,  pro lectiog Power! 

Be  my  vain  wishes  stilled ; 
And  may  this  consecrated  hour 

With  belter  hopes  be  filled. 

2  Thy  love  the  power  of  tho't  bestowed. 

To  thee  my  thoughts  would  soar: 
Thy  mercy  o'er  ray  life  has  flowed  ; 
That  mercy  I  adore. 

3  In  each  event  of  life,  how  clear 

Thy  ruling  hand  I  see, 
Each  blessing  to  my  soul  most  dear, 
Because  cotu'erred  by  ihee. 

4  In  every  joy  that  crowns  my  days, 

In  eveiy  pain  f  bear, 
My  heart  shall  find  delight  in  praise, 
Or  seek  relief  in  prayer. 

5  When  gladness  wings  my  fa vour'd  hour' 

Thy  love  my  thoughts  shall  fill ; 
Resigned,  when  storms  of  sorrow  lower' 
My  soul  shall  meet  thy  will. 

6  My  lifted  eye,  without  a  tear, 

The  gathering  storm  shall  see. 
My  steadfast  heart  shall  know"  no  fear  ; 
That  heart  will  rest  on  thee. 

HELEN  M,  WILLIAMS.      I 


HYMN  37.    Evening  twilight 

1  love  to  steal  awhile  away 
From  every  cumb'ringcare, 

And  spend  the  hours  of  setting  day 
in  humble,  grateful  prayer. 

I  I  love  in  solitude  to  shed 

The  penitential  tear, 
And  nil  His  promises  to  plead, 

Where  none  but  God  can  hear. 

3  Hove  to  think  on  mercies  past, 
x\nd  future  good  implore, 

And  all  my  cares  and  sorrows  oast 
On  him  whom  I  adore. 

4  I  love  by  faith  to  take  a  view 
Of  brighter  scenes  in  heav'n ; 

The  prospect  doth  my  strength  renew 
While  here  by  tempests  driv'n. 

.5  Thus,  when  life's  toilsome  day  is  o'er, 
May  its  departing  ray 
Be  calm  as  this  impressive  hour. 
And  lead  to  endless  day. 
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Musica  Sacra. 


Sing  to  the  Lord  a  new  made  song  ;  Let  earth  in  one  assembled  throng,  Her 


common  patron's  praise  resound,  Sing  to  the  Lord  and  bless  his  name. 
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From  day  to  day  his  praise  proclaim,    Who  iis  has  with  salv^ion  crown'd. 
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HYMN  38.    Ps96. 
Let  all  the  earth  their  voices  raise, 
To  sing  the  choicest  psalm  of  praise. 
To  sing  and  bless  Jehovah's  name  ; 
Mwi  glory  let  the  heathen  know, 
His  wonders  to  the  nations  show, 

And  all  iiis  saving  works  proclaim. 
2  The  heathen  know  thy  glory,  Lord. 
The  wondering  nations  read  thy  word 
But  here  Jehovah's  name  is  known  ; 
Nor  ?hall  our  worship  e'er  be  paid 
To  gods  that  mortal  hands  have  made; 

Our  Maker  is  our  God  aloms. 


3  He  framed  the  globe,  he  built  the  sky 
He  made  the  shining  worlds  on  high. 

And  reigns  complete  in  glory  there ; 
His  beams  are  majesty  and  light ; 
His  beauties  iiow  divinely  bright ! 

His  temple  how  divinely  fair ! 

4  Come  the  great  day.  the  glorious  hour. 
When  earth  shall  feel  his  saving  power. 

And  barbarous  nations  fear  his  name; 
Then  shall  the  race  of  m.en  confess 
The  beauty  of  his  holiness. 

And  in  itis  court  his  grace  proclaim. 
WATTS, 


ITALIAN  HYMN. 

Se("oyid  Treble. 
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HYMN  39.    Fner?^,  Prov,18,24.      3 

1  One  there  is  above  all  others, 

'Well  deserves  the  name  of  Friend  ; 
His  is  love,  beyond  a  brother's, 
Costly,  free,  and  knows  no  end.        4 

2  Which  of  all  our  friends  to  save  us, 

Could  or  would  have  shed  his  blood  ? 
But  this  Saviour  dy'd  to  have  us 
Reconcil'd  in  him  to  God. 

3  When  he  liv'd  on  earth  aba-sed, 

t'riend  of  sinners  was  his  name  ;       1 
Now  above  all  glory  raised, 
He  rejoices  in  the  same. 

4  Oh,  for  grace  our  hearts  to  soften  ! 

Teach  us,  Lord ,  at  length  to  lo  ve  ;    2 
We,  alas  !  forget  too  often, 

What  a  Friend  we  have  above. 


HYMN  40. 

1  Jesus,  full  of  all  compassion, 

Hear  thy  humble  suppliant's  cry ; 
liCt  me  know  thy  great  salvation, 
See,  I  languish,  faint,  and  die. 

2  Guilty  but  with  heart  relenting, 

Overwhelra'd  with  helpless  grief— 
rrostrate  at  thy  feet  repenting — 
Send,  0  send  me  quick  relief! 


Whither  should  a  wretch  be  flying, 
But  to  him  who  comfort  gives  ? 

Whither  from  the  dread  of  dying. 

But  to  him  whoever  lives? 

Savd-the  deed  shall  spread  new  glory 
Thro'  the  shining  realms  above  ; 

Angels  sing  the  pleasing  stor^» 

All  enraptured  with  thy  love*. 

HYMN  41,     Christ  our  Mediair.r. 
Hail,  thou  once  despised  Jesus ! 

Hail,  thou  Galilean  King !        -tf 
Thou  didst  suffer  to  release  ue  ; 

Thou  didst  fi-ee  salvation  bring ! 
Hail,  thou  agonizing  Saviour, 

Bearer  ol  our  sin  and  shame  ? 
By  thy  merits  we  find  favour, 

Life  is  given  through  thy  nanu?. 
Paschal  Lamb,  by  God  appointed, 

All  our  sins  on  thee  M'ere  laid  ; 
By  almighty  love  anointed, 

Thou  hast  lull  atonement  made. 
All  thy  people  are  forgiven. 

Through  the  virtue  of  thy  blood ; 
Opened  is  the  gate  of  heaven; 

Peace  is  mad©  'twixt  man  and  Gcd. 
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PORTSMOUTH,     continued 


Song,  Ye  holy  throng  of  angels  bright,   In  worlds  of  light  begin  the  song. 

3 


HYMN  42.  JahUee. 

1  Blow  ye  the  trumpet,  blow 
The  gladly  solemn  sound ! 
Let  all  the  nations  know 
To  earth's  remotest  bound  ; 

The.  year  of  Jubilee  is  come  ; 
Return  ye  ransom'd  sinners,  home. 

2  Exalt  the  Lamb  of  God, 
The  sin-atoning  Lamb; 
Redemption  by  his  blood, 
Thro'  all  the. lands  proclaim; 

The  year,  ^c. 

3  Ye  slaves  of  sin  and  hell, 
Your  liberty  receive ; 
And  safe  in  Jesus  dwell, 
And  blest  in  Jesus  live. 

4  The  gospel  trumpet  hear, 
The  news  of  pard'ning  grace ; 
Ye  happy  souls,  draw  near. 
Behold  your  Saviour's  face. 

5  Jesus,  our  great  High  Priest, 
Has  full  atonement  made ; 
Ye  wearer  spirits  rest ; 
Ye  mournful  souls  be  glad  I  Toplady.2 

HYMN  43.  Christmas. 
Hark!  what  celestial  notes. 

What  melody  we  hear ; 
Soft  on  the  morn  it  floats, 

And  fills  the  ravish'd  ear.  3 

The  tuneful  shell,  the  golden  lyre. 
And  vocal  choir  the  concert  swell. 
2  The  angelic  hosts  descend. 

With  harmony  divine  : 
See  how  from  heaven  they  bend, 

And  in  full  chorus  join. 
Fear  not,  say  they  ;  great  joy  we  bring: 
Jesus,  your  King,  is  born  to-day. 


I  He  comes  from  error's  night. 
Your  wandering  feet  to  save  ; 
To  realms  of  bliss  and  light. 

He  lifts  you  from  the  grave. 
This  glorious  morn,  (let  all  attend !) 
Your  matchless  friend,  your  Saviour'f 
born. 

I:  Glory  to  God  on  high! 

Ye  mortals,  spread  the  sound, 
And  let  your  raptures  iiy 

To  earth's  remotest  bound  : 
For  peace  on  earth,  from  God  in  heav'n 
To  man  is  given,  at  Jesus'  birth. 

HYMN  44. 

A  sweet  savor.  2  Cor.  2,  15  16. 

Praise  to  the  Lord  on  high. 
Who  spreads  his  triumphs  wide  ! 

While  Jesus'  fragrant  name 
Is  breath'd  on  every  side  : 

Balmy  and  rich  the  odors  rise. 

And  fill  the  earth,  and  reach  the  skies. 

Ten  thousand  dying  souls 
Its  influence  feel — and  live ; 

Sweeter  than  vital  air 

The  incense  they  receive  : 

They  breathe  anew,  and  rise  and  sinof 

Jesus,  the  Lord,  the  conqu'ring  King. 

But  sinners  scorn  the  grace. 
That  brings  salv^ation  nigh  : 

They  turn  their  away  face , 
And  faint,  and  fail,  and  die. 

So  sad  a  doom,  ye  saints,  deplore — 

For  Oh !  they  fall  to  rise  no  more. 
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HYMN  45.  *  Fear  not  for  lam  with  thee: 
Furnished  for  the  Harp. 
Why  should  the  Christian  fear  ? 

And  yield  to  sad  mistrust? 
The  God  of  Heaven  is  his  friend, 
The  righteous,  and  the  just  < 

2  The  Lord  himself  regards, 

Each  slowly  falling  tear ; 
"  He  does  not,  wiliingiy  afflict" 
Then  why,  should  Christians  fear  ?  3 

3  He  marks  f  hy  changing  path, 

And  tho'  it  may  be  drear, 
Does,  he  not  send  a  beacon's  light  ? 
Then  why,  believers  fear.  4 

4  Trials  are  kindly  sent, 

Lest  hfe  should  be  too  dear, 
Sorrow  cuts  loose,  the  ties  of  earth 
The  pilgrim,  need  n®t  fear.  5 

6  But  in  the  vale  of  death, 
A  beacon,  Christ  appears, 
O !  whilst  we  keep  our  eyes  on  Him, 
We'll  shig  farewell  to  fear.     H.  M. 


HYMN  46.  Looking  upward. 
The  heavens  invite  mine  eye, 

The  stars  salute  me  round. 
Father,  I  blush,  I  mourn  to  lie 

Thus  grovelling  on  the  ground. 

My  warmer  spirits  move. 
And  make  atte«npts  to  fly ; 

I  wish  aloud  for  wings  of  love. 
To  raise  me  swift  and  high. 

Beyond  those  crystal  vaults, 
And  all  their  sparkling  balls  ; 

They're  but  the  porches  to  thy  courts, 
And  painting  on  thy  wails. 

Vain  world,  farewell  to  you; 

Heaven  is  my  native  air ; 
I  bid  my  friends  a  short  adieu, 

Impatient  to  be  there, 

I  feel  my  powers  releas'd 
From  their  old  fleshly  clod  ; 

Fair  guardian,  bear  me  up  in  haste. 
And  set  me  near  my  God.     Waits 
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RYMN  47- 
Christ  is  our  strength  and  righteousness. 

My  Saviour,  my  almighty  friend, 

When  1  begin  thy  praise, 
Where  will  tlie  growing  numbers  end, 

The  numbers  of  thy  grace  ? 

2  Thou  art  my  everlasting  trust, 

Thy  goodness  I  adore  ; 
And  since  I  knew  thy  graces  first, 
I  speali  thy  glories  more. 

3  My  feet  shall  travel  all  the  length 

Of  the  celestial  road. 

And  march,  with    courage,   in    thy 

To  see  ray  Father,  God.      [strength 

4  When  I  am  filled  with  sore  distress 

For  some  surprising  sin, 
I'll  plead  thy  perfect  righteousness, 
And  mention  none  but  thine. 

6  How  will  my  lips  rejoice  to  tell 
The  victories  of  my  King  ; 
My  soul  redeemed  from  sin  and  hell, 
Shall  thy  salvation  sing.        Watts. 


HYMN  48.  "  Herein  is  lover 
Ye  saints,  assist  me  in  my  song — - 

Let  all  your  passions  move ; 
To  Jesus  all  the  notes  belong — 

I  sing  redeeming  love. 

2  Opposing  spirits  'gainst  his  cross, 

Their  force  united  prove  ; 
But  quit  the  field  Vvith  mighty  loe3 
Crush'd  by  redeeming  love, 

3  Around  the  circle  of  hi,s  friends 

His  tender  passions  move ; 
And  while  he  liv'd  his  constant  them© 
Was  still  redeeming  love. 

4  Gently  he  rais'd  his  sacred  hands. 

Before  his  last  remove : 
And  the  last  wiiispers  of  his  tongue, 
Sigh'd  forth  redeeming  love. 

5  Thro'  life's   wide  waste,  with  weary 

In  darkness  I  may  rove  ;  [feet. 

But  never  can  my  heart  forget 
Redeeming,  dying  love. 

6  Oh,  that  before  his  sacred  throne, 

I  allitssm-eets  may  prove; 
Still  as  my  pleasures  rise,  my  song 
Shall  be  redeeming  love.      Collyer, 
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Thou  lovely  chief  of  all  my  joys,        Thou  Sov'reign  of  my  heart. 
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I        How  could  I  bear  to  hear  thy*  voice,  Pronounce  the  sound,  "  depart  ?" 
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Return,  O   God    of  love    return,      Earth  is  a  tiresome  plac^, 

-n— .  n-~ — . — ~ — r-s r-^- — S— j-p-  ~" 


:piiip-T_Piz=czizi:rz=i=|:q=F-FP=p^F^ 

-^■^Pr-FpfH--^fp^m=zEr:EFF 

—— j-^— r— j-j I M...d- , -LZL. 


Pf^^P^^^ra 


I    How  long  shall  we  thy  children  mourn      The  absence  of  thy  face, 


gte 


nzij^U 


'^^-%pV 


^^o- 


3rs: 


g^^gwi 


raf 


#- 


W^^ 


MEAR.  C.  M.  Brown.  49 


-p-i 


j: 


HiM^iill 


O  for  a  closer  walk  with  God,     A  calm  and  heav'nly  frame; 


t:a^r: 


m->- 


^p 


■B-p- 


:e 


i 


oirp: 


© 


—OS 


mm^ 


^aggEj 


fe 


::s:P- 


o 


-3- 


is: 


-O 


:&p- 


Pi 


^>- 


-^- 


:o 


:l 


A  light  to  shine  upon  the  road,     Tiiat  leads  me  to  the   Lamb. 
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When  the  world  has  pass'd  away,    When  draw  =  near  the  jiulgment  dar. 
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When  the  awful  trump  shall  sound,    Sinner,  where  wHt  tliou  be  found  ? 
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Know  that  the  Lord  is  God  alone,    He  can  c-reate  and  he  destroy. 
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HYMN  49.     Ti^e  ^eac/u''?,o-  0/  G'iris;. 
How  sweetly  flowed  the  gospel's  sound 

From  lips  of  gentleness  and  grace. 
When   listening   thousands   gathered 
roand, 
And  joy  and  reverence  fill'd  the  place! 

Frwn  heaven  he  came — of  heaven  he 
spoke, 

To  heaven  he  led  his  followers'  way ; 
Dark  clouds  of  gloomy  night  he  broke, 

Unveiling  an  immortal  da3^ 
Come,  wanderers  to  my  Father's  home, 
Come,  all  ve  weary  ones,  and  rest !" 
Yes!  sacred  Teacher-^we  will  come — 

Obey  thee, — love  thee,  and  be  blest! 
Deoav.  then,  tenements  of  dust ! 

Pillars  of  earthly  pride,  decay  I 
A  nobler  mansion  waits  the  just. 

And  Jesus  has  prepared  the  w^ay. 
BOWRING, 


HYMN  50.  Suhstantial  hliss  in  Heaven. 
What  sinners  value,  I  resign  ; 
Ix)rd,  'tis  enough  that  thou  art  mine  : 
I  shall  behold  tiiy  blissful  face, 
And  stand  complete  in  righteousness. 
This  life's  a  dream,  an  empty  show ; 
But  the  bright  world  to  which  I  go, 
Hath  joys  substantial  and  sincere  ; 
When  shall  I  wake  and  find  me  there  ? 

0  glorious  hour !  O  blest  abode ! 

1  shall  be  near  and  like  my  God  ! 
And  flesh  and  sin  no  more  central 
The  sacred  pleasures  of  the  souL 
My  flesh  shall  slumber  m  the  ground 
Till  the  last  trumpet's  joyful  sound  ; 
Then  burst  the  chains  with  sweet  sur- 
prise, 

And  in  my  Saviour's  image  nse. 

Watts. 
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HYMN  51-    IForsAfp. 
Come,  Saviour  Jesus,  from  above ! 

Assist  me  with  thy  heavenly  grace; 
Empty  my  heart  of  earthly  love, 

And  for  thyself  prepare  the  place. 

2  O  let  thy  sacred  presence  fill, 

And  set  my  longing  spirit  free, 
Which  pants  to  have  no  other  will, 
But  day  and  night  to  feast  on  thee. 

3  That  path  with  humble  speed  I'll  seek. 

la  which  my  Saviour's  footsteps  shine; 


Nof  will  I  hear,  nor  will  I  speak 

Of  any  other  love  but  thine. 
Henceforth,  may  no  profane  delight 

Divide  this  consecrated  soul ; 
Possess  it  thou,  who  hast  the  right. 

As  Lord  and  Master  of  the  w^hole. 
Nothing  on  earth  do  I  desire. 

But  thy  pure  love  within  my  breast; 
This,  only  this,  will  I  require, 

Aad  freely  give  up  all  the  rest. 

Byrom. 
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Lo,  he  Cometh !  counlless  trumpets    Blow  before  the  bloody  sign, 
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Midst  ten  thousand  saints  and  angels,   See  the  crucified  shine.    Halle- 
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HYMN  52.  Prayer  for  a  Revival 
^Saviour,  visit  thy  plantation: 

Grant  us,  Lord  a  gracious  rain! 
All  uill  come  to  desolation, 
Unless  thou  return  again. 

Lord,  revive  us; 
All  our  help  must  come  from  thee. 
I  Keep  no  longer  at  a  distance  ; 
Shine  upon  us  from  on  high, 
Lest,  for  want  of  thine  assistance, 
Every  plant  should  droop  and  di^ 

Lord,  revive  us ; 
All  our  help  must  come  from  thee. 


3  Lot  our  mutual  love  be  fervent, 

Make  us  prevalent  in  prayers  ; 
Let  each  one  esteemed  thy  servant. 
Shun  the  world's  bewitching  snares. 

Lord,  revive  us ; 
All  our  help  must  come  from  thee. 

4  Break  the  tempter's  fatal  power ; 

Turn  the  stony  heart  to  flesh  ; 
And  begin  from  this  good  hour 
To  revive  thy  work  afresh, 

Lord,  revive  us ; 
All  our  help  must  come  from  thee. 
Newton. 
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HYMN  53.     Going  1o  Church. 
How  pleased  and  blest  was  I, 

To  hear  the  people  cry, 
*'Come,  let  us  seek  our  God  to-day 

Yes  with  a  cheerful  zeal 

We  haste  to  Zion's  hill, 
And  there  our  vows  and  honours 
2  Zion  thrice  happy  place, 

Adorned  wath  wondrous  grace, 
And  walls  of  strength  embrace 
round ; 

In  thee  our  tribes  appear 

To  pray,  and  praise,  and  hear 
The  sacred  gospel's  joyful  sound. 


3  May  peace  attend  thy  gate. 
And  joy  within  thee  wait, 
To  bless  the  soul  of  eveiy  guest : 
The  man  that  seeks  thy  peace, 
And  washes  thine  increase, 
A  thousand  blessings  on  him  rest ! 
pay.  4  My  tongue  repeats  her  vows, 
reace  to  the  sacred  house ! 
For  here  my  friends  and  kindred  dwell; 
(\^QQ         And  since  my  glorious  God 
Makes  thee  his  blest  abode, 


My  soul  shall  ever  love  thee  well. 
Watts. 
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Ah,  what  is  this  drawing  my  breath,    And  stealing  my  senses  away  ? 
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The  regions  of  pleasure  and  love,  My 
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I  spirit  triumphant  shall  fly 


And  dwell  with  my  Saviour  aboxe, 
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Stay,  sinner,  on  the  gospel  plains,    Behold  the  love  ofGod  unfold 
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^he  glories     of  his  dying  pains,  Forever  telling  yet     un      told. 
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HYMN  54,     2  Pet.  i.  4     Gr^a^  and  precious  promkee. 

1  How  firm  a  foundation,  ye  saints  of  the  Lord, 
Is  laid  for  your  fakh  in  his  excellent  word  ? 
What  more  can  he  say  than  to  you  he  hath  said. 
Who  unto  the  Saviour  for  refuge  hath  fled  : 

2  In  every  condition — in  sicknessi  in  health. 
In  poverty's  vale,  or  abounding  in  wealth, 

At  home  and  abroad,  on  the  land,  on  the  sea. 

As  thy  days  may  demand,  so  thy  succor  shall  be. 

S  **Fear  not,  I  am  with  thee,  O  be  not  dismay'd. 

For  I  am  thy  God,  and  will  still  give  thee  aid  ; 

I'll  strengthen  thee,  help  thee,  and  cause  thee  to  stand, 

Upheld  by  my  righteous,  omnipotent  hand. 

4  <*When  thro'  the  deep  waters  I  call  thee  to  go, 
The  rivers  of  sorrow  shall  not  overflow  ; 

For  I  will  be  with  thee,  thy  troubles  to  bless. 
And  sanctify  to  thee  thy  deepest  distress, 

5  <«When  thro'  fiery  trials  thy  pathway  sliall  lie. 
My  grace  all-sufficient  shall  be  thy  supply  ; 
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The  flame  shall  iK)t  hurt  thee,  I  only  design 
The  dross  to  consume,  and  thy  gold  to  refine. 

6  *'E'en  down  to  old  age,  all  my  people  shall  prove 
M7  sovereign,  eternal,  unchangeable  love  ; 
And  then,  when  gray  hairs  shall  their  temples  adorn. 
Like  lambs  they  shall  still  in  my  bosom  be  borne, 

y**The  soul  that  on  Jesus  hath  lean'd  for  repose, 
I  will  not,  I  cannot  desert  to  his  foes  ; 
That  soul,  though  all  hell  should  endeavor  to  shake, 
I'll  never-Tr-no,  never — no,  never  forsake. 
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HMYN  55.     Chrisfs  comfort  for  the  Church. 

1  O  Zion  afflicted  with  wave  upon  wave. 

Whom  no  man  can  comfort,  whom  no  man  can  save  ; 
With  darkness  surrounded,  by  terrors  dismay 'd^ 
In  toiHng  and  rowing  thy  strength  is  decayed, 

2  Loud  roaring,  the  billows  now  nigh  overwhelm. 
But  skilful's  the  pilot,  who  sits  at  the  helm  ; 

His  wisdom  conducts  thee,  his  power  thee  defends 
In  safety  and  quiet  thy  warfare  he  ends. 

3  **0  fearful  !  O  faithless !'*  in  mercy  he  cries; 
'My  promise,  my  truth,  are  they  light  in  thine  eyes? 
Still,  still  I  am  with  thee,  my  promise  shall  stand; 
Through  tempest  and  tossing,  I'll  bring  thee  to  land. 

4  ''Forget  thee,  I  will  not,  I  cannot; — thv  name 
Engraved  on  my  heart  doth  forever  remain  I 
The  ptilms  of  my  hands  while  I  look  on,  I  see 
The  wounds  I  received,  when  suffering  for  thee* 

5  •*Ifeel  at  my  heart  all  thy  sighs  and  thy  groans. 
For  thou  art  most  near  me,  my  fiesh  and  my  bonesj 
In  all  thy  distresses  thy  Head  feels  the  pain; 

Yet  all  are  most  needful,  not  one  is  in  vain,  . 

6  **Then  trust  me,  and  fear  not;  thy  life  is  secure. 
My  wisdom  is  perfect,  supreme  is  my  power; 

In  love  I  correct  thee,  thy  soul  to  refine, 

To  make  thee  at  length  in  my  likeness  to  shine.** 
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Let    sinners    take    their   course,    And    choose   the    road    to    death. 
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But   in    the    worship    of   my    God        I'll   spend  my  daily  breath. 
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HYMN  5a 
*"  Lord,  help  me  to  repent — 
With  sin  forever  part ; 
And  to  thy  gracious  eye  present 
An  humble,  contrite  heart — 
%  A  heart  with  grief  opprest, 
For  having  griev  d  ihy  love  ; 
A  troubled  heart  that  cannot  rest, 
Till  cleansed  from  ahove. 

3  Jesns,  on  me  bestow 

The  penitent  desire ; 
With  true  sincerity  of  wo, 
My  aching  breast  inspire. 

4  With  feoft'ning  pity  look, 

And  melt  my  hardness  down, 
Strike,  with  thy  love's  resistless  stroke. 
And  break  this  heart  of  stone. 


^  3  He  wept,  that  we  might  weep ; 
Each  sin  demands  a  tear: 
In  heav'n  alone  no  sm  is  found, 
And  there's  no  weeping  there. 

Bedixjme. 


HYMN  57.  Luke  19.  41. 
l>id  Christ  o'er  sinners  weep  ? 
And  shall  our  cheeks  be  dry  ? 
Ix^t  floods  of  penitential  grief 
Burst  forth  from  ev'ry  eye. 
2  The  Son  of  God  in  tears, 
Angels  with  wonder  see! 
Be  tliou  astonish'd,  O  mysonl, 
He  shed  those  tears  for  thee. 


■     HYMN  58  Job.  14.  U-^14. 
The  mighty  flood  that  rolls 

Its  torrents  to  the  main,    *- 
Can  ne'er  recall  its  waters  lost 

l^'rom  that  abyss  again  : 
So  days,  and  years,  and  time, 

Descending  down  to  night, 
Can  thenceforth  never  more  Fet^irn 

Back  to  the  sphere  of  light 
And   man,  when  in  the  grave 

Can  never  quit  its  gloom, 
Until  th'  eternal  morn  shall  wake 

The  slumber  of  the  tomb. 
O,  may  1  find  in  death 

A  hiding-place  with  God, 
Secure  from  wo  and  sin ;  till  CQll'd 

To  sl^iare  his  bless'd  abode  ! 
Cheer'd  by  this  hope,  I  wait, 

Through  toil, and  care,  and  giief; 
Till  my  appointed  course  is  run^ 

And'death  shall  bring  rehef 
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How  tedious  and  tasteless  the  hours,    When  Jesus  no  longer  I  see, 
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Sweet  prospects,  sweet  birds,  ^  sweet  flow'rs,  Have  all  lost  their  sweetness  to  me 
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HYMx^  59.  Longing  to  he  vifh  Christ 
To  Jesus,  the  crown  of  my  hope, 

My  soul  is  in  haste  to  be  gone  ; 
O  bear  rne,  ye  cherubim,  u  p. 

And  waft  me  away  to  his  throne. 
My  Saviour,  whom  absent  I  love ; 

Whom,  not  having  seen,  I  adore  ; 
Whose  name  is  exalted  above 

All  glory,  dominion,  and  power : 
Dissolve  from  these  bonds,  that  detain 

My  soul  from  her  portion  in  thee  ; 
Ah !  strike  off  this  adamant  chain. 

And  make  me  eternally  fjee. 
When  that  happy  era  begins, 

When  arrayed  in  thy  glories  T  shine, 
Nor  grieve  any  more,  by  my  sins, 

The  bosom  on  w  hich  I^-ecline : 

0  then  shall  the  veil  be  removed, 
And  round  me  thy  bri'tness  be  poured 

1  shall  meet  him  whiom  absent  I  loved, 

1  shall  see  whom  unseen  I  adored. 
And  then,  never  more  shall  the  fears. 

The  trials,  temptations,  and  woes. 
Which  darken  this  valley  of  tears, 

Intrude  on  my  blissful  repose. 
Or,  if  yet  remembered  above, 

Kemembrance  no  sadness  shall  raise ; 


They  will  be  but  new  signs  of  thy  love. 

New  themes  for  my  wondor  (^  praise. 
Thus  the  strokes  which,  from  sin  and  frf)m 

Shall  set  me  eternally  free,        [V^^Vt, 
Will  but  strengthen  and  rivet  the  cham 

Which  binds  me,  my  Saviour,  to  thee. 
COWPER. 
HYMN  60. 
How  tedious  and  tasteless  the  hours 

When  Jesus  no  longer  I  see  ! 
Sweet  prospects,  sweet  birds,  and  sweet 
flow'rs. 

Have  lost  all  their  sweetness  to  me. 
His  name  yields  the  richest  perfume. 

And  sweeter  than  music  his  voioe ; 
His  presence  disperses  ray  gloom, 

And  makes  all  within  me  rejoice. 
Dear  Lord;  Ifindeed  I  am  thine, 

And  thou  art  my  sun  and  my  song ; 
Say,  why  do  I  languish  and  pine. 

And  why  are  my  winters  so  loiig  ? 
Oh,  drive  these  dark  clouds  from  the  sky. 

Thy  soul-cheering  presence  restore, 
Ortake  me  up  to  thee  on  high, 

Where  winter  and  clouds  are  no  more, 
Newton, 
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HYMN  61.     The  Heavenly  Temple. 

Where  hiffh  the  heavenly  temple  stands, 
The  house  of  God  not  made  with  hands, 
A  great  High  Priest  our  nature  wears, 
The  guardran  of  mankind  appears. 

2  He  who  for  men  their  surety  stood, 
And  pour'd  on  earth  his  precious  blood, 
Pursues  in  heaven  his  mighty  plan, 
The  Saviour  and  the  friend  of  man. 

3  Thonnh  now  ascended  jup  on  high, 
He  bends  on  earth  a  brother's  eye ; 
Pur  taker  of  the  human  name, 

He  knows  the  frailty  of  our  frame. 

4  Our  fellow-suflfrer  yet  retains 
A  fellow-feeling  of  our  paiuB,  ^ 
And  still  remembers  in  the  skies, 
iiis  tears,  his  agonies,  and  cries. 

5  In  every  pang  that  rends  the  heart, 
The  Man  "of  sorrows  had  a  part; 

He  sympaihizes  with  our  grief, 
Ajid  to  the  surf 'rer  sends  rehef, 

6  With  boldness,  therefore,  at  the  throne 
Let  tt«  make  all  our  sorrows  known, 


And  asktheaidsof  heav'nly  pow'r 
To  help  us  in  the  evil  hour. 

HYMN  62    Hosanna, 
Hosannato  the  living  Lord ! 
Hosanna  to  the  incarnate  Word ! 
To  Christ,  Creator,  Saviour,  King, 
Let  earth,  let  heaven,  Hosanna  sing ! 

2  Hosanna,  Lord,  thine  angels  cry ; 
Hosanna,  Lord,  thy  saints  reply; 
Above,  beneatli  us,  and  around, 
The  dead  and  hving  swell  the  sound. 

3  Oh  Saviour !  with  protecting  care, 
Return  to  this  thy  house  of  prayer; 
Assembled  in  thy  sacred  name, 
Where  we  thy  parting  promise  claim! 

4  But  chiefest  in  cur  cleansed  breast, 
Eternal,  bid  thy  spirit  rest, 

And  make  our  secret  soul  to  be 
A  temple  pure,  and  worthy  thee  ! 

5  Lo,  in  the  last  and  dreadful  day, 
When  earth  and  heaven  shall  melt  away 
Thy  flock,  redeemed  from  sinful  stain. 
Shall  swell  the  sound  of  praise  again. 

Heber, 
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HYMN  63. 
Ye  trembling  souls,  dismiss  your  fears 

Be  mercy  all  your  theme  ; 
Mercy,  which  like  a  river  flows. 
In  one  perpetual  stream. 
2  "Fear  not"  thepowers  of  earth  and  hell 
God  will  those  powers  restrain  ; 
His  arm  shall  all  their  rage  repel, 
And  make  their  efl^orts  vain. 
2  "Fear  not"  the  want  of  outward  good; 
For  his  he  will  provide  ; 
Grant  them  supplies  of  daily  food, 
And  give  them  heaven  beside. 

4  "Fear  not"  that  he  will  e'er  forsake, 

Or  ^'eave  his  work  undone  ,* 
He's  laithful  to  his  promises. 
And  faithful  to  his  Son. 

5  "Fear  not"  the  terrors  of  the  grave. 

Or  death's  tremendous  sting ; 
He  will  from  endless  wrath  preserve, 

To  endless  glory  bring. 

Beddome. 
HYMN  64.  ''Blessed  be  the  Lamb." 
Jesus,  with  all  thy  saints  above, 

My  tongue  would  bear  her  part, 
Would  sound  aloud  thy  saving  love, 

And  sing  thy  bleedmg  heart 
2  Blest  be  the  Lamb,  my  dearest  Lord, 


Who  bought  me  with  his  blood. 
And  quenched   his  Father's   flaming' 
sword 
In  his  own  vital  flood. 
3  All  glory  to  the  dying  Lamb, 
And  never  ceasing  praise. 
While  angels  live  to  know  hm  name. 
Or  saints,  to  feel  his  grace. 

Watts. 

HYMN  65,     Tlie  Redeemer's  mp.ssage. 

1  Hark  the  glad   sound,    the   Saviouf 

comes, 
The  Savioirr,  promis'd  long ' 
Let  every  heart  prepare  a  throne, 
And  every  voice  a  song. 

2  On  him,  the  Spirit,  largely  powr'd. 

Everts  his  sacred  fire ; 
Wisdom,  and  might,  and  zeR»»  aad  lovt 
His  holy  breast  inspire. 

3  He  comes,  from  thickest  fllrcs  of  VM^e 

To  clear  the  mental  ray  ; 
And,  on  the  eyes,  oppresss'd  v.'Ith  r«igkt 
To  pour celestal  day. 

4  Our  glad  hosannas,  Prince  of  Peao&, 

Thy  welcome  shall  proclaifa  ; 
And  heaTen's  eJfcrnal  archoa  ring 
With  thy  beloved  name. 
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I      stOFTu  of  life  be  past.  Safe  into  ihe  haven  guide,  O,  receive  my  soul  at  last! 


HYMN  66.    Mat.  11.  28. 
]  Come,  ye  weary  pinners,  come, 
All  who  feel  yonr  heavy  load  ; 
Jesus  calls  the  wand'rers  liome ; 

Hasten  to  your  pard'ning  God, 
Come,  ye  guilty  souls  opprest, 

Ansv/er  to  the  Saviour's  call ; 
"Come  and  I  v^ill  gi^-e  you  rest : 
Cor^e  and  i  will  save  you  all." 
Q  Jesns, — full  of  truth  and  love. 
We  thy  kindest  call  obey, . 
Faithful  let  thy  mercies  prove, 
Take  OHf  load  cf  guilt  away. 


Weary  of  this  war  within. 

Weary  of  this  endlcEs  strife. 
Weary  of  ourselves  and  sin, 
Weary  of  a  wretched  lite. 
3  Burden'd  with  a  world  of  grief, 
I        Burden'd  with  our  sinful  load, 

Burden'd  with  this  unbelief^ 
;        Burden'd  with  the  wrath  of  Goji. 
Lo,  we  come  to  thee  for  ease. 

True  and  gracious  as  thou  art ; 
Now  our  weary  souls  release, 
Write  forgiveness  on  our  heart 


HYMN  67.    Heaven. 

High  in  yonder  realms  of  light, 

Dwell  the  raptur'd  saiuts  above, 
F'ar  beyond  our  feeble  sight, 

Happy  in  Irnmanuers  love ! 
Pilgrims  in  this  vale  of  tears. 

Once  they  knevv%  like  us  below, 
Gloomy  doubts,  distressing  fears, 

Tort'ring  pain  and  heavy  wo. 
Oft  the  big,  unbidden  tear, 

SteahngdowQ  the  furrovv'd  cheek 
Told,  in  eloquence  sincere, 

Tales  of  wo  they  could  not  speak. 
But  these  days  of  weeping  o'er, 

Past  this  scene  of  toil  and  pain, 
They  shall  feel  distress  no  more, 

Never — never  weep  again ! 
'Mid  the  chorus  of  the  skies, 

'Mid  th"  angelic  lyres  above, 
Hark — their  songs  melodious  rise, 

Songs  of  praise  to  Jesus'  love  ! 
Happy  Spirits!  ye  are  fled, 

Where  no  grief  can  entrance  find, 
LuU'd  to  rest  the  aching  head. 

Sooth 'd  the  anguish  of  the  mind  ! 
All  is  tranquil  and  serene, 

Calm  and  undisturb'd  repose — 
There  no  cloud  can  intervene — 

There  no  angry  tempest  bloVk's  ! 
Ev'ry  tear  IS  wip'd  away. 
Sighs  no  more  shall  heave  the  breast; 
Night  is  lost  in  endless  day — 

Sorrow — in  eternal  rest ! 
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4  Then,  tho'  earthly  friends  have  flown, 
We  shall  not  be  all  alone, 
But  shall  find,  'lis  sweet  to  die, 
With  a  kind  Redeemer  nigh. 
When  eternity  unfolds 
All  its  wonders  to  our  souls, 
May  we  then  in  Heav'n  be  blest. 
And  in  Jesus  sweetly  rest.        II.  M. 


HYMN  68.     Wishes. 
Furnished  for  the  Harp. 

1  When  we  close  our  eyes  in  death. 
When  we  yield  our  parting  breath, 
May  we  hear  our  Saviour  say, 
Heirs  of  glory,  come  away. 

And  when  round  our  dying  beds. 
Friends  would  raise  ourdrooping  heads, 
Could  an  earthly  arm  supply 
Strength,  unless  our  God  be  nigh  ? 

2  In  that  last  extremity, 
Jesus  thou  our  refuge  be. 

May  we  feel  thee  near  our  heart. 
Bidding  every  fear  depart. 
With  thine  arms  beneath  us  laid, 
'    Need  we  be  so  much  dismay'd, 
And  reclining  on  thy  breast. 
May  we  find  a  place  of  rest. 

3  May  we  see  thy  gracious  smile, 
Kmdly  cheering  us  the  while, 
May  we  hear  thy  tender  voice, 
Whisp'ring  weep  not,  but  rejoice. 
Weep  not,  earthly  cares  are  past. 
Weep  not,  this  shall  be  thy  last, 
But  rejoice,  while  angels  come 
To  conduct  thee  to  thy  home. 


HYMN  69.    John  21  15. 
''Lovest  thou  we." 
'Tis  a  point  I  long  to  know 

Oft  it  causes  anxious  thought : — 
Do  I  love  the  Lord,  or  no  ? 

Am  I  his,  or  am  1  not? 
If  I  love,  why  am  I  thus? 

Why  this  dull,  tWs  lifeless  frame 
Hardly,  sure,  can  they  be  worse, 

Who  have  never  heard  his  name; 

2  Could  my  heart  so  hai'd  remain, 

Pray'r  a  task  and  burden  prove — 
Ev'ry  trifle  give  me  pain — 

If  I  knew  a  Saviour's  love  ? 
When  I  turn  mine  eyes  within. 

All  is  dark,  and  vain,  and  wild  ! 
Fill'd  with  unbelief  and  sin — 

Can  I  deem  myself  a  child  ? 

3  If  I  pray,  or  hear,  or  read, 

Sin  is  mix'd  with  all  I  do  ; 
You  who  love  the  Lord  indeed. 

Tell  me — is  it  thus  with  you  ? 
Yet  1  mourn  my  stubborn  vi'ill, 

Find  my  sin  a  grief  and  thrall ; 
Should  I  grieve  ibr  whati  feel, 

If  I  did  not  love  at  all ! 

4  Lord,  decide  the  doubtful  case! 

Thou  who  art  thy  people's  Sun: 
Shine  upon  thy  work  of  grace. 

If  it  be  indeed  begun. 
Let  me  love  thee  more  and  more, 

If  I  love  at  all,  1  pray; 
If  I  have  not  lov'd  before. 

Help  me  to  begin  to  day.    Newlon 


HYMN  70.    Morning  worship. 

1  Now  the  shades  of  night  are  gone  ; 
Now  the  morning  light  is  come  ; 
Lord,  may  I  be  thine  to-day — 
Drive  the  shades  of  sin  away. 
Fill  my  soul  with  heav'nly  light. 
Banish  doubt,  and  cleanse  my  sight ; 
In  thy  service,  Lord,  to-day, 

Help  me  labor,  help  me  pray. 

2  Keep  my  haughty  passions  bound — 
Save  me  from  my  foes  around ; 
Going  out  and  coming  in, 

Keep  me  safe  from  ev'ry  sin. 
When  my  work  of  life  is  past, 
Oh!  receive  me  then  at  last! 
Night  of  sin  will  be  no  more 
When  I  reach  the  heavenly  shore. 
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HYMN  71.    Faith.  4 

Faith  adds  new  charms  to  earthly  bliss, 

And  saves  me  from  its  snares  ; 
Its  aid  in  ever}-  duty  brings, 

And  softens  all  my  cares  ;  - 

2  Extinguishes  the  thirst  of  sin, 

And  lights  the  sacred  fire 
Of  love  to  God,  and  heavenly  things, 
And  feeds  the  pure  desire. 

3  The  wounded  conscience   knows   its 

power. 
The  healing  balm  to  give ; 
That  balm  the  saddest  heartcan  cheerj 
And  mttke  the  dying  live. 


Wide  it  unveils  celestial  worlds. 
Where  deathless  pleasures  reign  ? 

And  bids  me  seek  m}'^  portion  there. 
Nor  bids  me  seek  in  vain  : 

Shows  me  the  precious  promise  sealed: 
With  the  redeemers  blood  ; 

And  helps  my  feeble  hope  to  rest 
Upon  a  faithful  God. 

There,  there  unshaken,  would  I  rest. 

Till  this  vile  body  dies  ,* 
And  then  on  faith's  triumphant  wing»» 

At  once  to  glory  rise. 

Turner* 
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Come  sound  his  praise  abroad,        And    hymns    of   glory    sing; 
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HYxMN  72.    Luke  18.  1—^ 
Importunity. 

1  Jesus  who  knows  full  well 

The  heart  of  every  saint, 

Invites  us  all  our  griefs  to  tell, 

To  pray,  and  never  faint. 

2  He  bows  his  gracious  ear — 

We  never  plead  in  vain  ; 

Then  let  us  wait  till  he  appear, 

And  pray,  and  pray  again. 

3  Though  unbelief  suggest, 

"Why  should  we  longer  wait  ? 
lie  bids  us  never  give  him  rest, 
But  knock  at  mercy's  gate. 

4  Jeeus,  the  Lord,  will  hear 

His  chosen  when  they  cry ; 
Yes,  though  he  might  awhile  forbear 
He'll  help  them  from  on  high. 

5  Then  let  us  earnest  cry, 

And  never  faint  in  pray'r ; 
He  sees,  he  hears,  and  from  on  high, 
Will  make  our  cause  his  care. 

Newton. 


HYMN  73. 


Christian  fellowship. 

llil^stis  the  tie  that  binds 
Our  hearts  in  Ciiristian  love  : 

The  fellowship  of  kindred  mind« 
Is  like  to  that  above. 

2  Before  our  Fathers  throne 
We  pour  united  prayers.; 

Our  fears,  our  hopes,  our  aims  are  one 
Our  comforts  and  our  cares. 

3  We  share  our  mutual  woes. 

Our  mutual  burdens  bear;        ^ 
And  often  for  each  other  flows 
The  sympathizing  tear. 

4  When  we  at  death  must  part, 
How  keen,  how  deep  the  pain  ? 

But  we  shall  all  be  join'd  in  heart. 
And  hope  to  meet  again. 

5  From  sorrow,  toil,  and  pain. 
And  sin  we  shall  be  free ; 

And  perfect  love  and  friendship  reign 
Throughout  eternity. 

Fawcett, 
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HYMN  74. 
God^s  servants  bhould praise  him, 

1  Ye  servants  of  God,  your  master  proclaim^ 
And  publish  abroad  his  wonderful  Name  ; 
The  Name  all  victorious  of  Jesus  extol  ; 
His  kingdom  is  glorious,  and  rules  over  all, 

2  God  ruleth  on  high,  almighty  to  save  ; 
And  still  he  is  nigh,  his  presence  we  have  : 
The  great  congregation  liis  triumph  shall  sing, 
Ascribing  salvation  to  Jesus  our  king. 

3  Salvation  to  God  who  sits  on  the  throne — 
Let  all  cry  aloud  and  honor  the  Son  : 
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Our  Jesus's  praises  the  angels  proclaim  ; 
Fall  down  on  their  faces  and  worship  the  Lamb . 
4  Then  let  us  adore,  and  give  him  his  right ; 
All  glory  and  power,  and  wisdom  and  might  : 
All  honor  and  blessing,  with  angels  above  ; 
And  thanks  never  ceasing,  and  infinite  love. 

Mad  AN 's  CoL» 

HYMN  75. 
^'Fear  not  for  I  am  with  you,''^ 

Begone,  unbelief  !  my  Saviour  is  near, 

And  for  my  relief,  will  surely  appear  : 

By  prayer  let  me  wrestle,  and  he  will  perform  ; 

With  Christ  in  the  vessel,  I  smile  at  the  storm. 

2  Though  dark  be  my  way,  since  he  is  my  guide, 
'Tis  mine  to  obey,  'tis  his  to  provide  ; 

Though  cisterns  be  broken,  and  creatures  all  fail. 
The  word  he  has  spoken,  shall  surely  prevail. 

3  His  love,  in  time  past,  forbids  me  to  think 
He'll  leave  me  at  last  in  trouble  to  sink  ; 
Each  sweet  Ebenezer,  I  have  in  review. 
Confirms  his  good  pleasure  to  help  me  quite  through. 

4  Why  should  I  complain  of  want  and  distress, 
Temptation  or  pain  ? — he  told  me  no  less  : 
The  heirs  of  salvation,  I  know  from  his'^word, 
Through  much  tribulation,  must  follow  their  Lord. 

5  Since  all  that  I  meet  shall  work  for  my  good, 
The  bitter  is  sweet,  the  medicine  food  ; 

Though  painful  at  present,  'twill  cease  before  long. 
And  then,  O  how  pleasant  the  conquerors  song  ! 

Newto.v, 


HYMN  76.     Gospel  tidings. 

1  Come,  sinners,  attend,  and  make  no  delay  ; 
Good  news  from  a  fi'iend,  I  bring  you  to  day  ; 
Glad  news  of  salvation  come  now  and  receive  ; 
There's  no  condemnation  to  them  that  believe. 

2  I  AM  THAT  I  AM  hath  sent  me  to  you  ; 
Glad  news  to  proclaim  your  sins  to  subdue  : 
To  you,  O  distressed,  afflicted,  forlorn. 
Whose  sins  are  increased,  and  cannot  be  borne. 

5  But  still  if  you  cry,  Oh,  what  is  his  name  ? 
You  have  the  reply,  I  AM  THAT  I  AM  ; 
Tho'  blind,  lame,  aud  feeble,  and  helpless  you  lie, 
He's  willing  and  able  your  wants  to  supply. 

4  Then  only  believe,  and  trust  in  his  name  ; 
He  will  not  deceive,  nor  put  you  to  shame  ; 
But  fully  supply  you  with  all  things  in  store  ; 
Nor  will  he  deny  you  because  you  are  poor. 
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JUDGMENT  HYMN. 


M.  Luther. 

Trumpet^ 


Great  God  what  do  I  see  and  hear? 
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Thine  arm  of  mercy  held  me  up,      When   sinking  in     despair. 
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Lockhart, 
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Guide  me  O  thou  great  Jehovah,  Pilgrim  thro'  this  barreu  land  ; 


p     I  am  weak,  but  thou  art  mighty,  Hold  me  in  thy  powerful  hand. 
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HYMN  77.    Ps48,14. 
The  Pilgrim's  Guide. 

1  Guide  me,  O  thou  great  Jehovah, 

Pilgrim,  thro'  this  barren  land ;  * 

1  am  weak,  but  thou  art  mighty, 
Hold  me  with  thy  powerful  hand : 

Bread  of  heaven, 
Feed  me  till  I  want  no  more. 

2  Ojien  thou  the  crj'stal  fountain. 

Whence  the  healing  streams  do  flow: 
Let  the  fiery,  cloudy  pillar 


Lead  me  all  my  journey  through : 

Strong  deUv'rer, 
Be  thou  still  my  strength  and  shield. 
When  I  tread  the  verge  of  Jordan, 

Bid  my  anxious  fears  subside  ; 
Death  of  death,  and  hell's  destruction, 
Land  me  safe  on  Canaan's  side : 

Songs  of  praises 
I  will  ever  give  to  thee, 

Robinson. 


HVMN  76*    Gospel  triumph. 
O'er  the  gloomy  hills  of  darknesg, 

Look,  my  soul,  be  still,  and  gaze ; 
All  the  promises  do  travail 
With  a  glorious  day  of  grace  : 

Blessed  Jubilee, 
Let  thy  glorious  morning  dawn. 

2  Kingdoms  wide,  that  sit  in  darkness, 

Grant  them,  Lord,  the  glorious  light, 
And  from  eastern  coast  to  western, 
May  the  morning  chase  the  night ; 

And  redemption. 
Freely  purchased,  win  the  day. 

3  Fly  abroad,  thou  mighty  gospel; 

Win  and  conquer,  never  cease; 
May  thy  lasting,  wide  dominions, 
Multiply,  and  still  increase ! 

Sway  thy  sceptre, 
Saviour,  all  the  world  around. 

HYMN  79.     The  surrender. 
Welcome,  welcome,  dear  Redeemer, 

Welcome  to  this  heart  of  mine  : 
IjOrd,  I  make  a  full  surrender, 

Ev'ry  pow'r  and  thought  be  thine, 

Thine  entirely — 
Thro'  eternal  ages  thine. 
2  Known  to  all  to  be  thy  mansion. 
Earth  and  hell  will  disappear  ; 
Or  in  vain  attempt  possession, 

When  thev  fmd  the  Lord  is  near — 

Shout,  OZion! 
Shout,  ye  saints,  the  Lord  is  here! 

HYMN  80.    Luke  13.  28. 
See  th'  Eternal  Judge  descending — 

View  him  seated  on  his  throne! 
Now,  poor  sinner,  now  lamenting, 
Stand  and  hear  (by  awful  doom — 

Trumpets  call  ihee ! 
Stand  and  hear  thy  awful  doom, 

2  Hear  the  cries  he  t\o\v  is  venting, 

Fiird  with  dread  of  fiercer  pain  ; 
While  in  anguish  thus  lamenting. 
That  he  ne'er  was  bora  again  ; 

Greatly  mourning, 
That  he  ne'er  v/as  born  again  : 

3  *'  Yonder  nts  my  slighted  Saviour, 

With  the  marks  of  dying  love; 
Oh,  that  I  had  ijonghthis  layor, 
When  I  felt  his  Spirit  move — 

Golden  momenis, 
When  I  felt  his  Spirit  move." 
'■4  Now,  despisers,  look  and  wonder! 
Hope  and  sinners  here  must  part; 
Lo'jder  than  a  peal  of  thunder, 
Hear  the  dreadful  sound,  "Depart!' 

Lost  for  ever. 
Hear  the  dreadful  sound,  "  Depart!" 

HYMN  8L  It  is  finished.  John  19.  30. 
Hark !  the  voice  of  love  and  mercy! 
Soujids  aloud  from  Calvary; 
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See,  it  rends  the  rocks  asunder — 
Shakes  the  earth  and  veils  the  sky ! 

"It is  finished!" — 
Hear  the  Saviour — dying — cry. 

2  It  is  finish 'd ! — Oh,  what  pleasure 

Do  these  precious  words  afibrd ! 

Heav'nly  blessings  without  measure, 

Flow  to  us  from  Christ  the  Lord : 

It  is  finish'd  ! — 
Saints,  the  dying  words  record. 

3  Finish'd — all  the  types  and  shadows 

Of  the  ceremonial  law ; 
Finish'd — all  that  God  had  promised  ; 
Death  and  hell  no  more  shall  awe : 

It  is  finish'd  ! — 
Saints,  from  hence  your  comforts 
draw. 

4  Tune  your  harps  anew,  ye  seraphs, 

Join  to  sing  the  pleasing  theme  ; 
All  on  earth,  and  all  in  heaven, 
Join  to  praise  Immanuel's  name : 

Hallelujah! 
Glory  to  the  bleeding  Lamb! 

HYMN  82.    Expostulation. 
Sinners,  will  you  scorn  the  message. 

Sent  in  mercy  from  above  ? 
Every  sentence — Oh,  how  tender ; 
Every  line  is  full  of  love; 

Listen  to  it — 
Every  line  is  full  of  love. 

2  Hear  the  heralds  of  the  Gospel, 

NeW'S  from  Zion's  King  pnx^laim,' 
To  each  rebel  sinner — "  Pardon, 
"  Free  forgiveness  in  his  name.' 

How  important ! 
Free  forgiveness  in  his  jiame ! 

3  Tempted  souls,  they  bring  you  succour; 

Fearful  hearts,  tl>ey  quell  your  fears; 
And  with  nevts  of  consolation. 
Chase  away  the  falling  tears  : 

Tender  heralds — 
Chase  awayihe  falling  tears. 

4  False  professors,  grov'lingworldhnfr«, 

Callous  hearers  of  the  word, 
While  the  messengers  address  you. 
Take  the  warnings  they  ati(,>rd  ; 

We  entreat  you. 
Take  the  warnmgs  they  afford. 
.5  Who  hath  our  report  believed  ? 
Who  received  the  joyful  word '? 
Whoembrae'd  the  news  of  pardon, 
OfTer'd  to  you  by  the  Lord  ? 

Can  you  slight  it — 

Offer'd'to  you  by  the  Lord ! 

6  O,  ye  angels,  hovering  round  iis, 

Waiting  spirits,  speed  your  waj^ 

Hasten  to  the  court  ofheaven. 

Tidings  bear  without  delay ; 

Rebel  sinners 
Glad  the  message  ifvill  obey^ 
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Far  from  my  thoughts,  vain  world  begwie,  Let  my  religious  hours  aionej", 


Fain  would  my  eyes  my  Saviour  see,  I  wait  a  visit  Lord  from  thee. 
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HYMN  83.  Praise  for  rede7nptio7i. 
Now  let  us  raise  our  cheerful  strains, 

And  join  the  blissful  choir  above ; 
There  our  exalted  Saviour  reigns, 

And  there  they  sing  his  wond'rous 
love. 

2  While  seraphs  tune  th'  immortal  song, 

O,  may  we  feel  the  sacred  flame  ; 
And  every  heart  and  every  tongue 
Adore  the  Saviour's  glorious  name  ! 

3  Jesus,  who  once  upon  the  tree 

In  agonizing  pains  expired  ; 
Who  died  for  rebels — yes,  'tis  he  ! 
How  bright !  how  lovely  !  how  ad- 
mired ! 

4  Jesus,  who  died  that  we  might  live, 

Died  in  the  wretched  traitors  place: 
O,  wht   remrns  can  mortals  give, 
For  such  immeasurable  grace. 

5  Were  universal  nature  ours. 

And  art  with  all  her  boasted  store ; 
Nature  and  art,  with  all  their  powers. 
Would  still  confess  the  offer  poor ! 
€  Yet  though  for  bounty  so  divine, 
We  ne'er  can  equal  honours  raise, 
Jesus,  may  all  our  hearts  be  thine, 
And  all  our  tongues  proclaim  thy 
praise  I  Stjeelk. 


HYMN  84.     7'he  River  of  God. 
There  is  a  pure,  and  peaceful  wave. 

That  rolls  around  the  throne  of  love ; 
Whose  waters  gladden  as  ihey  lave 

The  bright  &  heav'nly  shores  above. 
While  streams  which  on  that  tide  de- 
pend, 

Steal  from  those  heavenly  shores  a- 
way ; 
And  on  this  desert  M'orld  descend, 

Over  our  barren  land  to  stray; 

>  The  pilgrim  faint,  and  near  to  sink, 

Beneath  his  load  of  earthly  wo, 
Refresh'd  beneath  its  verdant  brink. 
Rejoices  in  its  gentle  flow, 
:  There,  O  my  soul,  do  thou  repose, 
And  liover  o'er  the  hallovv'd  spring; 
To  dnnk  the  crystal  wave  ;  aud  there, 
To  lave  thy  wounded  weary  wing. 

>  It  may  be,  that  the  waft  of  love 

Some  leaves  on  that  pure  tide  hath 
driven ; 
Which  passing  from  the  shores  above. 
Have  floated  down  to  us  from  heav'n. 
»  So  shall  thy  wants  and  woes  be  heal'd, 
By  the  blest  influence  they  bring ; 
So  thy  parch'd  lips  shall  be  unseal'd, 
Thy  Saviour's  worthy  name  tosinfif. 


VANHALL'S  HYMN.     L.  M.         Vanhall 
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O  render  thanks  to  God  above,    The   obiect  of  eternal  love,    His 
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HYMN  85.     Hardness  of  hearf  deplored. 
Oh!  for  a  glance  of  heavenly  da^^ 
To  take  this  stubborn  stone  away  ; 
And  thaw  with  beams  of  love  divine, 
This  heart,  this  frozen  heart  of  mine. 
The  rocks  can  rend ;  the  earth  can  qiT«ke 
The  sea  can  roar ;  the  moanlains  shake ; 
Of  feeling  all  things  show  some  sign, 
But  this  unfeeling  heart  of  mine. 
To  hear  the  sorrows  thou  hast  felt, 
Dear  Lord,  an  adamant  would  melt  ; 
But!  can  read  each  moving  line. 
And  nothing  move  this  heart  of  mine. 
Thy  judgments,  too,  unmoved  I  hear, 
(Amazing  thought!)  which  devils  fear: 
Goodness  and  wrath  in  vain  combine, 
To  stir  this  stupid  heart  of  mine. 
But  power  divine  can  do  the  deed, 
And  much  to  feel  that  power  I  need  ; 
Thy  Spirit  can  from  dross  refine, 
And  move  and  melt  this  heart  of  mine, 
Hart. 

HYMN  86.    Prospect  of  Canaan. 
While  on  the  verge  of  life  I  stand, 
And  view  the  scene  on  either  hand. 
My  spirit  struggles  with  the  clay, 
Aad  longs  to  wmg  its  flight  away. 


2  Come,  ye  angelic  guardians,  come, 
And  lead  the  willing  pilgrim  home ; 
Ye  know  the  way  to  Jesus'  throne, 
Source  of  my  joys,  and  of  your  own. 

3  The  blissful  interview,  ^lowswee^  ! 
To  fall  transported  at  his  feet; 
Raised  in  his  arras  to  view  his  fncG, 
Through  the  full  beamings  of  iiis  gracu. 

4  Yet  with  these  prospects  fuUiUvSigh!, 
I'll  wait  thy  signal  for  my  flighty 

For,  while  thy  service  I  pursue, 

1  find  my  heaven  bf^gun  below. 

HYMN  87      Mormng  &  Evemm. 
My  God,  how  endless  is  thy  love  f 

Thy  gifts  are  every  evening  nev^,  : 
And  morning  mercies  from  above, 

Gently  distil  like  early  dew. 

2  Thou  spreadest  the  curtain  o.'^tlic  ni9:h  t 
Great  guardian  ofmy  sleeping  hour^  ; 

Thy  sovereign  word  restores  the  light. 
And  quickens  all  my  dro^^'sy  powers, 

3  I  yield  my  powers  to  thy  commsiid. 
To  Lhee  i'consecrate  my  days ; 

Perpetual  blessings  from  thine  hand 
Demand  perpetual  songs  gf  praise. 
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MUNICH.     L.  3/.  German  Air. 
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bow'd  his  head  and  died,  'Tis  fhii^hed^^yes  the  race  is  run,  The  battle  fought, 
i  the  vict'ry  won.      * 
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HYMN  80,    'Tisfinwhed. 

1  'Tis  finish V] :— so  !hc  Sav?oyr  cried ; 
.And  mef^klv  bow'd  his  head  and  died! 
'TIS  fsnish'd:— },  es,  the  race  is  run, — 
The  battle  fought,  the  vict'r}'  wori. 

2  'Tis  flnish'd: — all  that  Tleav'n  decreed, 
Arid  al]  the  ancient  prophets  said, 

Is  now  fsd^iU'd  as  was  design'd, 
In  me,  the  Saviour  of  mankind. 

3  'Tis  (^.nish'd: — Aaron  now  no  more 
MiistsiDu:  h'.cabes  with  purple  gore; 
The  sacreJ  v  e.i  if.  rent  in  twain, 
The  Jewish  riles  no  more  remain. 

4  'Tis  fmish'd  : — this  my  dying  groan 
8hall  sins  of  ev'ry  idnd  atone : 
Millions  shall  be  redeem'd  from  death, 
By  this  my  last  expiring  bi^ath. 

§  'Tis  finish'd: — Heav'n  is  reconcil'd. 
And  all  the  pow'rs  of  darkness  spoii'd  : 
Feace^  love,  and  happines,  again 
jfleturn  and  dwell  with  sinful  men. 
(^  'Tis  finish'd  .—let  the  joyful  sound 
Be  keard  thro  all  the  nations  rouud : 


'''^•s  llnish'd~Iet  the  echo  fly 

i'h ro'  heavTi  and  hell,  thro'  earth  and 
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HYM?T  89.     Gelhsemane. 
Tis  midnight— and  on  Olive's  brow, 

TheF.iar  isdimm'd  iha-  lalely  shone; 
'Tis  midnight — in  ihe  garden  now, 

The  suffering  Saviour  prays  alone. 

2  'Tis  midnight — and  from  sil  remov'dt 
Immanuel  wresileslone  with  ^eare  ; 

E'en  the  disciple  that  he  lov'd 
Heeds  not  his  Master's  grief  and  teare. 

3  'Tis  midnight — and  fbroihers'  guill 
The  man  of  sorrows  weeps  in  blood; 

Yet  he  that  hath  in  anguish  knelt, 
Is  not  forsaken  by  his  God. 

4  'Tis  midnight — and  from  ether  plains, 
Is  borne  the  song  that  angels  know  ; 

Unheard  by  mortals  are  the  strains 
That  sweetly  sooth  the  Saviour's  w*. 
Tap  PAN, 


EVENING  HYMN.    L.  M. 


Tallis. 


Glory  to  thee  my  God  this  night,    I'or  all  the  blessings  of  the  light ; 
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Keep  me,  O  keep  me  King  of  kings,    Under  the  shadow  of  thy  wings. 
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IIYM?^  90.     Evening  Worship. 

1  Glory  to  thee  my  God,  this  night, 
For  ail  the  blessings  of  the  light  ; 
Keep  me,  O  keep  me,  King  of  kings, 
Under  the  j<aadow  of  thy  wings. 

2  Forgive  me.  Lord,  for  thy  dear  Son, 
The  ills  that  I  this  day  have  done  ; 
That  with  the  world,  myself,  and  thee, 
I,  ere  1  sleep  at  peace  may  be. 

H  Teach  me  to  live,  that  I  may  dread 
The  grave  as  little  as  my  bed  ; 
Teach  me  to  die,  that  so  I  may 
Triumphing  rise  at  the  last  day. 

4  O  let  my  soul  on  thee  repoje, 

And  may  sweet  sleep  mine.eyelids  cloRe: 
Sleep,  that  may  me  more  vigorous  m.ake, 
To  serve  my  God,  when  I  awake. 

5  Let  my  blest  Guardian,  while  I  sleep, 
His  watchful  station  near  me  keep ; 
My  heart  with  love  celestial  fill. 

Ami  guard  me  from  the  approach  of  ill. 

6  Lord  let  my  soul  forever  share 
The  bliss  of  thy  paternal  care  ; 

^'Tis  Heaven  or.  earth,  'tis  heaven  above, 
To  see  thy  face,  to  sing  thy  love. 

7  O  when  shall  I,  in  en 'le.^.  day, 


For  ever  chase  dark  sleep  away,"" 
And  hymns  divine  with  angels  sing; 
Glory  to  thee,  eternal  king! 

HNMN  9L    Eventing  Worship. 

1  Great  God  !  to  thee  my  evening  song 
With  humble  gratitude  I  raise  : 

0  let  thy  mercy  tune  my  tongue. 
And  fill  my  heart  with  lively  praiijie. 

2  My  days  unclouded  as  they  pa.ss, 
And  every  onward  rolling  hour, 
Are  monuments  of  wondrous  grace. 
And  witness  to  thy  love  and  power. 

3  And  yet  this    thoughtless,  wretched 

heart. 
Too  oft  regardlesnof  thy  love, 
Ungrateful,  can  from  thee  depart. 
And  from  the  path  of  duty  rove. 

4  Seal  my  forgiveness  in  the  blood 
Of  Christ,  my  Lord,  his  name  alone 

1  plead  for  pardon,  gracious  God, 
And  kind  acceptance  at  thy  throne. 

5  With  hope  in  him  mine  eyelids  close. 
With  sleep  refresh  my  feeble  frame ; 
Safe  in  thy  care  may  I  repose, 

\nd  wake  with  praises  to  thy  name. 
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The   world  is  with    the   glory  fiil'd        Of   thy  majestic    sway. 


HYMN  92.     The  Eiernity  of  God. 
Thou  didst,  O  Miglity  God,  exist 

Ere  ti-me  began  its  race  ; 
Before  tho  ample  elements 

Filled  up  the  voids  of  space. 
Before  the  ponderous  earthly  globe 

!n  fluid  air  was  slaved  ; 
Before  tiie  ocean's  mighty  springs 

Tiicir  liquid  store  displayed. 
F.ro  men  adored,  or  angels  knew. 

Or  praised  thy  wondrous  name ; 
Thyb]i8s,0  sacred  Spring  of  life, 

And  glory  were  the  same. 
'And  when  the  yuliarsofthe  world, 

With  sudden  ruin  break  ; 
And  all  this  vast  and  goodly  frame 

Smks  in  the  mighty  wreck — 
When  from  lier  orb  the  moon  shall  start 

The  astonished  sun  roll  back  ; 
While  all  the  trembling  starry  lamps 

Their  ancient  course  forsake — 
For  ever  permanent  and  fixed, 

From  agitation  free ; 


ITnchanged,  in  everlasting  years, 
Shall  thy  existence  be.  Rowe> 

FIYMN  93.     Sal;ham  Mormvg. 
Again  the  Lord  of  lifb  and  light 

Awakes  the  kindiiiig  ray; 
Unseals  the  eyelids  of  the  mom, 

And  pours  increasmgday. 

2  0  what  anight  wms  that  which  wrap'd 

The  heathen  world  in  gloom ! 
O  what  a  sun  which  broke  this  day 
Triumphant  from  the  tomb ! 

3  This  day  be  grateful  homage  paid, 

And  loud  hosannas  sung  ; 
Let  gladness  dwell  in  every  heart. 
And  praise  on  every  tongue. 

4  Ten  thousand  differing  lips  shall  join 

To  hail  this  w  elcome  morn, 
Which  scatters  blessings  from  its  wings 
To  nations  yet  unborn. 
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ir/MN  94.     The  Crucifjxion. 
Behold  the  Saviour  of  mankind 

Nail'd  to  the  shameful  tree  ; 
How  va8t  the  love  that  him  inclin'd 

To  bleed  and  die  for  me  ! 
2  Hark,  how  he  groans!  while  nature^  But  soon  he'll  break  death's  envioHi 
shakes  cham. 

And  earth's  strong  pillars  bend  !  ^  ^^^  ?"  ^iP  ^^y  ^^^"^  •' 

The  temple's  veil  in  sunder  breaks. 

The  solid  marbles  rend. 


3  'Tisdone!  the  precious  ransom's  paid, 
'Receive  m.y  soul !'  he  cries  ; 

See  where  he  bows  his  sacred  head  I 
He  bows  his  head  and  dies ! 


O  Lamb  of  God  !  was  ever  pain, 
Was  ever  love  like  thine  I 
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HYMN  95.     Pm?se  /o  the  Trinity. 

1  Corne  thou  Almighty  King, 
Ifelp  us  thy  name  to  sing, 

Help  us  to  praise ! 
Father  all  glorious, 
O'er  all  victorious, 
Come  and  reign  over  us, 

Ancient  of  days. 

2  Come,  thou  incarnate  Word, 
Gird  on  thy  mighty  sword ; 

Our  prayer  attend ! 
Come,  and  thy  people  bless. 
And  give  thy  word  success ; 
Spirit  ofholiness. 

On  us  descend ; 


3  Come,  holy  Comforter, 
Thy  sacred  witness  bear, 

In  this  glad  hour! 
Thou  who  almighty  art, 
Now  rule  in  ev'ry  heart, 
And  ne'er  from  us  depart, 

Spirit  of  power. 

4  To  the  great  One  in  Three, 
The  highest  praises  be, 

Hence  evermore! 
His  sovereign  majesty, 
May  we  in  glory  see, 
And  to  eternity 

Love  and  adore. 
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Lord  of  the  worlds  above,        How  pleasant  and  how  fair, 
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The   dwellings   of  thy    love,        Thine  earthly  temples  are, 
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HMYN  96.    A  Saviour's  love. 

1  Come,  every  pious  heart 
That  loves  the  Saviour's  name, 
Vour  nobler  power  exert 

To  celebrate  his  fame : 
Tell  all  above,  and  all  below. 
The  debt  of  love  to  him  you  owe. 

2  He  left  his  starry  crown, 
And  laid  his  robes  aside ; 

On  wings  of  love  came  down, 
And  wept  and  bled  and  died: 

What  he  endur'd,  oh,  who  can  tell  ? 

To  save  our  souls  from  death  and  hell. 


3  From  the  dark  grave  he  rose, 
The  mansion  of  the  dead  ; 
And  thence  his  mighty  foes 
In  glorious  triumph  led  ; 

Up  thro'  the  sky  the  conqueror  ro<le, 
And  reigns  on  high,  the  Saviour  God. 

4  Jesus,  we  ne'er  can  pay 
Tlie  debt  we  owe  thy  love  ; 
Yet  tell  us  how  we  may 
Our  gratitude  approve  : 

Our  hearts — our  all  to  thee  we  give; 
The  gift,  tho'  small,  do  thou  receive. 
STENNETT, 


HYMN  97.     Monikly  Concert 

1  Sovereign  of  worlds  above. 
And  Lord  of  ail  below, 
Thy  faithfulness  and  love, 
Thy  power  and  mercy  show ; 

Fulfil  thy  word  ;  thy  spirit  give  ; 
Let  heathens  live,  and  praise  the  Lord. 

2  On  lands  that  lie  beneath 
Foul  supersti lion's  sway. 
Whose  horrid  shades  of  d^ath 
Adn<.it  no  heavenly  ray, 

Biest  Spirit!  shine,  their  hearts  illume; 
Dispel  the  gloom  with  light  divine. 

3  Father,  who  to  thy  Son 

Thy  steadfast  word  hast  given, 

That  through  {he  earth  shall  run 

The  nev»s  of  peace  with  heaven  ; 

Extend  hiy  fame  ;  thy  grace  diffuse, 

And  let  the  news  the  world  reclaim. 

4  Few  be  tiie  years  that  roll, 
Kre  ail  shall  worship  thee  ; 

!_  The  travail  of  his  soul, 

H  Soon  1  et  X  h  e  Sa v io  u r  ^ee  ; 

f  OGod  of  grace  !  ihy  power  employ, 

Fill  earfh  with  joy,  and  heaven  with 
praifcie. 


HYMN  93.    Eejoichg  in  God. 

1  Rejoice,  the  Lord  is  king, 
Your  God  and  king  adore  ; 
Mortals,  give  ihanksand  sing. 
And  irmmph  evermore; 

Lift  up  the  heart,  lift  up  die  voice, 
Rejoice  aioad,  ye  saints,  rejoicc- 

2  Rejoice,  the  Saviour  reigns, 
Tiie  God  oftriuh  and  love; 
When  he  had  purged  our  slains, 
He  t6ok  his  seat  above ; 

Lilt  up  the  heart,  lift  up  the  voice, 
Rejoice  aloud,  ye  saints  rejoice. 

3  His  kingdom  cannot  fail, 

lie  rules  o'er  carih  and  heaven  ; 

The  keys  of  death  and  hell 

Are  to  our  Jesus  given  ; 
Lift  up  the  heart,  lilt  up  ihe  voice, 
Rejoice  aloud,  ye  saints,  rejoice. 

4  He  all  his  foes  shall  queii ; 
Shall  all  our  sins  destroy ; 
And  every  bosom  swell 
W'^ith  pure  seraphic  joy  .♦ 

Lift  up  the  heart,  lift  up  the  voice ; 
Rejoice  aloud,  ye  saints,  rejoice- 

5  Rejoice  in  glorious  hope. 
Jesus  the  Judge  shall  come, 
And  take  his  servants  up 
To  their  eternal  home  ; 

We  Boon  shall  hear  ih'  archangel's  voice: 
The  trump  oi  God  shall  sound,  rejoice. 
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HYMN  99.~  Immam^l 

1  Hark !  hark ! — the  notes  of  joy 
Roll  o'er  the  heav'nly  plains, 
And  seraphs  find  employ 
For  their  sublimest  strains ; 

Some  new  delight  in  heav'n  is  known; 
Loud  sing  the  harps  around  the  throne. 

2  Hark!  hark!-the  sounds  draw  nigh, 
The  joyful  hosts  descend  ; 

Jesus  forsakes  the  sky. 

To  earth  his  footsteps  bend  ; 

He  comes  to  bless  our  fallen  race ; 

He  comes  with  messages  of  grace. 

3  Bear,  bear  the  tidings  round  ; 
Let  every  rnorlal  know 
What  love  in  God  is  found, 
What  pity  he  can  show  ; 

Ye  winds  that  blow,  ye  waves  that  roll, 
Rear  the  glad  news  from  pole  to  pole. 

4  Strike,  strike  ihe  harps  again. 
To  great  Iromanners  name; 
Arise,  ye  sons  of  men. 

And  all  his  grace  proclaim  ; 
Angel's  and  men,  wake  ev'ry  string, 
*Txs  God,  the  Saviour's  praise  we  (f^'me. 


HYMN  100.   Justificaiionbi^  Faith. 

1  A  rise,  my  so«l,  arise, 
Skake  (;fFihy  guilty  feare, 
The  blteding  sacrifice 

In  my  behah  appears  : 
Be  fo  r  e  th  e   t  h  lo  n  e  m  y  S  a  re  ty  s  ta  nd*?, 
My  nasne  is  written  on  his  hands, 

2  He  ever  lives  above, 
For  me  to  intercede, 
Hisall-redcemmg  love, 
His  precious  blood  lo  plead ; 

His  blood  a.oned  lor  ?ili  our  race. 

And  sprinkles  now  the  throne  of  grac«_ 

■  3  Five  bleeding  wounds  he  be^ire, 

Received  on  Calvary  ; 

They  pour  eflecLuai  prayers. 

They  st  «ongIy  speak  (or  me; 

Forgive  him,  O  ibigive,  they  cry, 

Nor  let  hat  ransom'd  sinner  die  ! 

4  The  Father  hears  him  pray, 
His  dear  anomicd  One ; 

He  cannot  Jurn  away 

The  presence  of  his  Son ; 
His  Spirit  ansvv(  rs  to  the  blood. 
And  tells  me  1  am  born  of  God. 

5  My  God  is  reconciled, 

His  pardoning  voice  I  hear ; 

He  owns  mc  for  his  child, 

I  can  no  longer  (ear; 
W^ith  confidence  I  now  draw  nigli, 
And  Father,  Abba,  Father,  «ry. 
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Shepherds  rejoice,  lift  up  your  eyes,    And  send  your  fears  away, 
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HYMN  101.    Birth  (f  Christ. 
Shepherds,  rejoice  ;  lift  np  your  eyeS: 

And  send  your  fears  away  ; 
if*."ews  from  the  region  of  the  skies — 

Salvation's  born  to-day. 
:  *'  Jesus,  the  God,  whom  angels  fear. 

Comes  down  to  dwell  with  you ; 
To-day  he  makes  his  entrance  here. 

But  not  as  raonarchs  do. 
"  Go,  shepherds,  where  the  Infant  lies 

And  see  his  humble  throne ; 


With  tears  of  joy  in  all  your  eyes, 
Go,  shepherds,  kiss  the  Son." 

4  Thus  Gabriel  sang— and  straight  a- 

The  heav'nly  armies  throng;  [roun^l 
They  tune  their  harps  to  lofty  sound, 
And  thus  conclude  the  song ; 

5  "  Glory  to  God,  who  reigns  above, 

liOt  peace  surround  the  earth; 
Mortals  shall  know  their  Maker's  lort, 
At  their  Redeemer's  birth," 
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When  the  morning  paints  the  skies,    When  the  stars  of  evening  rise. 
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HYMN  102.    JuUlee. 

1  Hark !  the  song  of  Jubilee, 

Loud  as  mighty  thunders  roar, 
Or  the  fullness  of  the  sea, 

When  it  breaks  upon  the  shore  ;— 

2  Hallelujah !  for  the  Lord, 

God  omnipotent,  shall  reign  ,* 
Hallelujah!  let  the  word 
Echo  round  the  earth  and  main. 

3  Hallelujah!  hark!  the  sound. 

From  the  depth  unto  the  skies, 
Wakes  above,  beneath,  around, 
All  creation's  harmonies  : — 

4  See  Jehovah's  banner  furl'd, 

Sheath'd  his  sword :  he  speaks  ; 
done, 
And  the  kingdoms  of  this  world 
Are  the  kingdoms  of  his  Son. 
f)  He  shall  reign  from  pole  to  pole 
With  illimitable  sway ; 
He  shall  reign,  when  like  a  scroll, 
Yonder  heav'ns  have  pass'd  away 
6  Then  the  end  ; — beneath  his  rod, 
Man's  last  enemy  shall  fall  ; 
Halleli^ah !  Christ  in  God, 
God  in  Christ,  is  all  in  all 

Montgomery, 
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HYMN  103.     Redemptio7i. 

1  Now  begin  the  heav'nly  theme, 
Sing  aloud  in  Jesus'  name  ; 
Ye,  who  Jesus'  kindness  prove ; 
Triumph  in  redeeming  love. 

2  Ye,  who  see  the  Father's  grace, 
Beaming  in  the  Saviour's  face. 
As  to  Canaan  on  ye  move. 
Praise  and  bless  redeeming  love. 

3  Mourning  souls,  dry  up  your  tears, 
Banish  all  your  guilty  fears, 

See  your  guilt  and  curse  remove, 
Cancell'd  by  redeeming  love. 

4  Ye,  alas !  who  long  have  been 
Willing  slaves  of  death  and  sin! 
Now  fr jm  bliss  no  longer  rove. 
Stop,  and  taste  redeeming  love. 

5  Welcome,  all  by  sin  oppress'd — 
Welcome  to  his  sacred  rest  : 
Nothing  brought  him  from  above, 
Nothing — but  redeeming  love. 

6  Hither,  then,  your  music  bring, 
Strike  aloud  each  joyful  string ; 
Mortals,  join  the  hosts  above — 
Join  to  praise  redeeming  love. 

Madan's  col. 
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thro'      this      wilderness,        Oppress'd   with  sorrows  and  with   sins, 
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HYMN  104.    Morning  worship. 

1  Arise,  my  soul!  with  rapture  rise! 
And,  fill'd  with  love  and  iear,  adore 
The  awful  Sovereign  of  the  skies, 
Whose  mercy  lends  me  one  day  more. 

2  And  may  this  day,  indulgent  Power! 
Not  idly  pass,  nor  fruitless  be ; 

But  may  each  swiftly  flying  hour 
Still  nearer  bring  my  soul  to  Thee ! 

3  But  can  it  be,  that  Power  divine, 
Enthroned  in  light's  unbounded  blaze ; 


Where  countless  worlds  and  angels  join 
To  swell  the  glorious  song  of  praise  ; — 

4  And  will  he  deign  to  lend  an  ear, 
When  I,  poor  abject  mortal,  pray? 
Yes,  boundless  goodness!  he  will  hear, 
Nor  cast  the  meanest  wretch  away. 

5  Then  let  me  serve  thee  all  my  days, 
And  may  my  zeal  with  years  increase  ; 
For  pleasant.  Lord,  are  all  thy  v/ays, 
And  all  thy  paths  are  paths  of  peace. 

C.  Lyre. 
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HYMN  105.     Penitence. 
Oh  for  a  closer  walk  with  God, 

A  calm  and  heavenly  frame  ; 
A  light  to  shine  upon  the  road 

That  leads  me  to  the  Lamb ! 

2  Where  is  the  blessedness  I  knew 

When  first  I  saw  the  Lord  ? 
Where  is  the  soul-refreshing  view 
Of  Jesus  and  his  word  ? 

3  What  peaceful  hours  I  once  enjoyed ! 

How  sWeet  their  memory  still ! 
But  they  have  left  an  aching  void, 
The  world  can  never  fill. 


4  Return,  Oholy  Dove,  return! 

Sweet  messenger  of  rest! 
I  hate  the  sins  that  made  thee  mourn, 
And  drove  thee  from  my  breas-t. 

5  The  dearest  idol  I  have  known, 

Whate'er  that  idol  be, 
Help  me  to  tear  it  from  thy  throne, 
And  worship  only  thee. 

5  So  shall  ray  walk  be  close  with  God , 
Calm  and  serene  my  frame ; 
So  purer  light  shall  mark  the  road 
That  leads  me  to  the  Lam.b. 

COWPER. 
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with    sacred    joy;        Know     that     the     Lord      is     God  a- 


HYMN  106,     The  Convert. 

1  Far  from  thy  fold,  OGod,  my  feet  4 

Once  mov'd  m  error's  devious  maze, 
JXor  found  rohgious  dnties  sweet, 
Nor  sought  thy  face,  nor  lov  d  thy 
ways. 

2  With  tend'rest  voice  thou  bad'st  me  5 

rtee 
The  paths  which  thou  could'st  ne'er 

approve  ; 
And  gently  drew  my  soul  to  thee,         5 
With  cords  of  sweet,  eternal  love. 

3  Now  to  thy  footstool,  Lord,  I  fly, 

-    And  low  in  self-abasement  fall; 
A  vile,  a  helplens  worm  I  lie, 


And  thou,  my  God,  art  all  in  all. 
Dearer,  far  dearer  to  my  heart, 

Than  all  the  joys  that  earth  can  give; 
From  fame,  from  wealth,  from  friends 
I'd  part. 

Beneath  thy  countenance  to  live. 
And  when,  in  smiling  friendship  drest, 

Death  bids  me  quit  this  mortal  frame, 
Gentlvreclin'd  on  Jesus'  breast, 

My  latest  breath  shall  bless  his  name. 
Then  ray  unfetter'd  soul  shall  ris€, 

And  soar. above  yon  starry  spheres, 
Join  the  full  chorus  of  the  skies. 

And  sing  thy  praise  thro'  endless 
years.  Tatlock. 
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O  wash  ray  soul  from  every  sin,    And  make  my  giiilty  conscience 
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Wliere     living     waters     gently     pass,      And  full     salvation   flow, 
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Come  sound  his  praise  abroad.  And  hymns  of  glory  sing,  Je-hovah  is  a 


sovereign  God,    The  universal  King.     Praise  ye  the  Lord,  Hallelujah  ! 
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HYMN  107.    Morning  worship.       '3  Serene  I  laid  me  down, 

1  See  how  the  morning  sun  I     ^  Beneath  his  guardian  care  ; 

Pursues  his  shining  way,  1     ^  ^^^P^'  ^nd  I  awoke  and  found 

And  wide  proclaims  hisMaker's  praise,         ^Y  ^^^^  preserver  near. 

With  every  bright'ning  ray.  4  My  life  I  would  anew 

S  Thus  would  my  rising  soul,  Devote,  O  Lord  to  thee  ; 

Its  heavenly  parent  sing,  And  in  thy  service  I  would  spemi 

And  to  its  great  original  A  long  eternity. 

The  humble  tribute  bring.        _^______ 

*  This  tune  may  be  sung  with  or  without  the  chorus. — For  public  worship  tha 
jchorus  should  be  sung  only  at  the  close  of  the  hymn. — It  may  also  be  appended 
to  any  appropriate  hymn  or  psalm,  when  sang  to  Hooker,  Elliott,  or  other  tunes  on 
th«  same  letter  and  key. 
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die !    Would  he  devote   that  sacred  head,    For  such  a  worm  as  I ! 
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Return,  O  God   of  love   return,        Earth  is  a    tiresome    place; 
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HYMN  108.     TkeRequesl. 

1  Father  whate'er  of  earthly  bUss, 

Thy  sov'reign  will  denies, 
Accepted  at  thy  throne  of  grace, 
Let. this  petition  rise  : 

2  "Give  me  a  calm,  a  thankfnl  heart, 

From  ev'ry  murmur  free ; 
The  blessings  of  thy  grace  impart, 
And  make  me  live  to  thee. 

3  '-Let  the  sweet  hope  that  I  am  thine. 

My  life  and  death  attend ; 
Thy  presence  thro'  my  journey  shine; 
And  crown  my  journey's  end." 
Steele, 

HYMN  109,    Pleading  for  Mercy. 

1  Lord  at  thy  feet  we  sinners  lie, 

And  knock  at  mercy's  door ; 
With  heavy  heart  and  downcast  eye, 
Thy  favor  we  implore. 

2  Without  thy  grace,  we  sink  opprest 

Down  to"^  the  gates  of  hell ; 
Oh,  give  our  troubled  spirit  rest. 
Our  gloomy  fears  dispel. 

3  'Tis  mercy,  mercy  we  implore, 

Oh,  may  thy  bowels  move  : 
Thy  grace  is  an  exhaustless  store, 
And  thou  thyself  art  love. 

4  In  mercy  now,  for  Jesus'  sake, 

Our  many  sins  forgive  ; 
Thy  grace  our  rocky  hearts  can  break, 
And  breaking  soon  relieve. 

5  Thus  melt  us  down,  thus  make  us  bend, 

And  thy  dominion  own  ; 

Nor  let  a  rival  more  pretend 

To  repossess  thy  throne. 

Brown, 

HYMN  110     Isa.  55,7. 

1  Sinners,  the  voice  of  God  regard  : 

His  mercy  speaks  to-day  ; 
He  calls  you  by  his  sov'reign  word. 
From  sin's  destructive  way. 

2  Like  the  rough  sea  that  cannot  rest. 

You  -ive  devoid  of  peace  : 
A  thousand  stings  within  your  breast, 
Deprive  your  souls  of  ease. 

3  Your  way  is  dark,  and  leads  to  hell  ; 

Vv^hy  will  you  persevere  ? 
Can  you  in  endless  torments  dwell, 
Shut  up  in  black  despair  ? 

4  Why  will  you  in  the  crooked  ways 

Of  sin  and  folly  go? 
In  pain  you  travel  all  your  days. 
To  reap  immortal  wo  I 

HYMN  111.    Pardon. 
1  How  oft,  alas!  this  wretched  heart 
Has  wander'd  from  the  Lord ! 


1  How  oft  my  roving  thoughts  depart, 

Forgetful  of  his  word. 

2  Yet  sov'reign  mercy  calls,  "Return ;" 

Deer  Lord,  and  may  I  come  ? 
My  vile  ingratitude  I  mourn ; 
Oh,  taka  the  wand'rer  home. 

3  And  canst  thou,  \?ilt  thou  yet  forgive* 

And  bid  my  crimes  remove  ? 
And  shall  a  pardon'd  rebel  live 
To  speak  thy  wondroDs  love? 

4  Almighty  grace,  thy  healing  power, 

How  glorious,  how  divine!  \ 
That  can  to  bliss  and  life  restore^x 
So  vile  a  heart  as  mine.  \ 

5  Thy  pard'ning  love,  so  free,  so  sweet, 

Dear  Saviour  I  adore ;  ^ 

Oh,  keep  me  at  thy  sacred  feet, 
And  let  me  rove  no  more. 

HYMN  112. 

''This  do  in  remeinbrance  of  me'' 

1  If  human  kindness  meets  return, 

And  owns  the  grateful  tie, 
If  tender  thoughts  within  us  burn, 
To  feel  a  friend  is  nigh : 

2  O!  shall  not  warmer  accents  tell 

The  gratitude  we  owe 
To  him  who  died,  our  fears  to  quell, 
Our  more  than  orphan's  wo ! 

3  While  yet  his  anguished  soul  surveyed 

Those  pangs  he  would  not  flee  ; 
What  love  his  latest  words  displayed, 
'Meet  and  remember  me!" 

4  Remember  thee !  thy  death,  thy  shame, 

Our  sinful  hearts  to  share  ! 
O  memory,  leave  no  other  name 
But  his  recorded  there ! 

HYMN  113.   Christian  transport.- 
My  God !  the  spring  of  all  my  joys, 

The  life  of  my  delights. 
The  glory  of  my  brightest  days, 

And  comfort  of  my  nights! 

2  In  darkest  shades  if  he  appear. 

My  dawning  is  begun! 
He  is  my  soul's  bright  morning  star, 
And  he  my  rising  sun. 

3  The  opening  heavens  around  me  shine, 

With  beams  of  sacred  bliss, 
While  Jesus  shows  his  heart  is  mine. 
And  whispers,  I  am  his ! 

4  My  soul  would  leave  this  heavy  clay 

At  that  transporting  word. 
Run  up  with  joy  the  shining  way, 
T'  embrace  my  dearest  Lord. 

5  Fearless  of  hell  and  ghastly  death, 

I'd  break  through  every  foe  ; 
The  wings  of  love,  and  arms  of  faith, 
Should  bear  me  conqueror  through^ 


94  HALE,  L.  M.  B,  Austin. 

Written  on  the  death  of  E.  W.  Hale,  Esq. 
Adagio  Lamenievole  * 


Who  from  the  shades  of  j^Jjomy  night,  When  the  last  tear  of  hope  is  shed,  Can 


bid  the  soul  re- -turn  to  light,    And  break  the  slumbers  of '    the  dead? 
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HYMN  114.    Funeral  TTiought. 

1  Oft  as  the  bell  with  solemn  toll, 
Speaks  the  departure  ofa  soul, 
Let  each  one  ask  himself,  "  Am  I 
Prepar'd,  should  I  becall'd  to  die? 

2  "  Only  this  frail  and  fleeting  breath 
Preserves  me  from  the  jaws  of  death 
Soon  as  it  fails,  at  once  I'm  gone, 
And  plung'd  into  a  world  unknown. 

3  "  Then  leaving  all  I  lov'd  below, 
To  God's  tribunal  1  must  go  ; 

Must  hear  the  Judge  pronounce  my  fate. 
And  fix  my  everlasting  state." 

4  Lord  Jesus!  help  me  now  to  flee. 
And  seek  ray  hope  alone  in  thee  ;. 
Apply  thy  blood,  thy  Spirit  give — 
Subdue  my  sins  and  let  me  live. 

6  Then  when  the  solemn  bell  I  hear, 
If  sav'd  from  guilt,!  need  not  fear; 
Nor  would  the  thought  distressing  be 
Perhaps  it  next  may  toll  for  me. 
HYMN  115.    Longing  for  Heaven, 

I  Haste,  that  delightful  awful  day, 
When  this  my  soul,  shall  leave  her  clay 
Mount  up  and  make  her  last  remove. 
And  join  the  church  of  Christ  above. 
*  Plaintive,  sorrowful. 


2  Vain  world !  v/hat  are  thy  toys  to  me  ? 
^Tis  Jesus,  whom  I  long  to  see  ; 

Fd  leave  my  friends,  ray  life,  my  all, 
And  thus  address  this  earthly  ball ; — 

3  "Farewell, — no    more  I  tread  your 

ground  ; 
No  more  I  need  the  gospel  sound ; 
My  feet  have  reach'd  the  heavenly 

shore, 
I  know  no  im^perlections  more. 

4  "Let  friends  no  more  my  suff 'rings 

mourn. 
Nor  view  my  relics  with  concern ;    ' 

0  cease  to  drop  the  pitying  tear, 
I've  past  beyond  the  reach  of  fear. 

5  "Thro'  tribulation,  sharp  and  long, 
I'm  brought  to  join  the  sinless  throng 
Glory  to  God  for  ev'ry  woe. 

And  all  the  pam  I  felt  below. 

6  "  All  glory  to  the  Lamb  of  God, 

My  robes  are  spotless  thro'  his  blood  ; 
'Tisthro'  his  free  and  sov'reign  grace, 

1  now  behold  his  blissful  face." 

7  [Worthy  the  Lamb,  that  once  was  slain, 
In  glory  infinite  to  reign  ; 

To  him  be  endless  praises  giv'n, 
By  all  on  earth,  and  all  in  heav'n.] 
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His  hand  will  smooth  my  rugged  way,  And  lead  me  to  the  realms  of  day, 


To  milder  skies  and  brighter  plains,  Where  everlasting  pleasure  reigns. 
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HYMN  116. 


"We've  no  abiding  city  here" — 
This  may  distress  the  worldly  mind ; 

But  should  not  cost  the  saint  a  tear, 
Who  hopes  a  better  rest  to  find. 

2  "  We've  no  abiding  city  here" — 

Sad  truth  were  this  to  be  our  home: 
But  let  this  thought  our  spirits  cheer, 
"We  seek  a  city  yet  to  come." 

3  "We've  no  abiding  city  here" — 

Then  let  us  live  as  pilgrims  do ; 

Let  not  the  world  our  rest  appear  ; 

But  let  us  haste  from  all  below. 

4  "  We've  no  abiding  city  here" — 

We  seek  a  city  out  of  sight  ; 
Zion  its  name — the  Lord  is  there, 
It  shines  with  everlasting  light. 
Kelly. 

HYMN  117.     Monthly  Concert. 
Thy  people,  Lord,  who  trust  thy  word, 

And  wait  the  smilings  of  thyYace, 
Assemble  round  thy  mercy  seat, 
And  plead  the  promise  of  thy  grace. 
2  We  consecrate  these  hours  to  thee, 
Thy  sov'reign  mercy  to  entreat; 


And  feel  some  animating  hope, 

We  shall  divine  acceptance  meet. 
.3  Hast  thou  not  prorais'd  to  thy  Son, 

That  his  dominion  shall  extend. 
Till  ev'ry  tongue  shall  call  him  Lord, 

And  ev'ry  knee  before  him  bend  ? 
Now  let  the  happy  lime  appear, 

The  time  to  favor  Zion  come  ; 
Send  forth  thy  heralds  far  and  near, 

To  call  ihy  banish'd  people  home. 
VOKE. 

HYMN  118,    Prayer. 
Prayer  was  appointed  to  convey 

The  blessmgs  God  designs  to  give ; 
Long  as  they  live  should  christians  pray, 
For  only  while  they  pray  they  livo. 
1  If  pain  aSlict,  or  wrongs  oppress — 
If  cajes  distract  or  fears  dismay — 
If  guilt  deject- — if  sin  distress. 
The  remedy's  before  thee— pray. 
3  'Tis  pray 'r supports  the  soul  that's  weak 
Tho'  tho't  be  broken-language  lame; 
Pray,  if  thou  canst,  or  canst  not  speak. 
But  pray  with  faith  in  Jesas'  namo. 

Hart. 
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HYMN  119.     View  of  the  Cross,        4 

1  When  I  the  blest  Redeemer  see, 
All  bleeding  on  the  accursed  tree  ; 
Satan  and  sin  no  more  can  move, 

For  I  am  all  transform'd  to  love.  5 

2  His  thorns  and  nails  pierce  thro'  my 
In  every  groan  I  bear  a  part ;  [heart, 
I  view  his  wounds  with  streaming  eyes, 
But  see  !  he  bows  his  head  and  dies ! 

3  Come,  sinners,  view  the  Lamb  of  God,  6 
Wounded  ^  dead,  and  bathed  in  blood! 
Behold  his  side,  and  venture  near, 
The  spring  of  endless  life  ie  here. 


Here  1  forget  ray  cares  and  pains ; 
I  drink,  yet  still  my  thirst  remains  ; 
Only  the  fountain-head  above, 
Can  satisfy  the4hirst  of  love. 
Oh,  that  I  thus  could  always  feel! 
Lord,  more  and  more  thy  love  reveal? 
Then  my  glad  tongue  shall  loud  pro- 
claim 
The  grace  and  glory  of  thy  name. 
Thy  name  dispels  my  guilt  and  fear, 
Revives  my  heart,  and  charms  my  ear; 
Affords  a  balm  for  every  wound, 
Then  I  with  love  thy  praise  resound. 
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How  did  my  heart  rejoice  to  hear,  My  friends  devoutly  say,  In  Zion  letu« 
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HYMN  120.  Zove  of  God.  1.  John,  4,  8. 

Come  ye  that  know  and  fear  the  Lord, 
And  life  your  souls  above  ; 

Let  every  heart  and  voice  accord, 
To  sing  that  God  is  love. 

This  precious  truth  his  word  declares, 
And  all  his  mercies  prove ; 

Jesus,  the  gift  of  gifts,  appears 
To  show,  that  God  is  love. 

3  Sinai,  in  clouds,  and  smoke,  and  fire, 

Thunders  his  dreadful  name  ; 
But  Zion  sings,  in  melting  notes, 
The  honors  of  the  Lamb. 

4  In  all  his  doctrines  and  commands, 

His  counsels  and  designs — 
In  ev'ry  work  iiis  hands  have  fram'd 
His  love  supremely  shines. 

5  Angels  and  men  the  news  proclaim, 

Thro'  earth  and  heaven  above. 
The  joyful  and  transportmg  news, 
That  God,  the  Lord,  is  love. 


HYMN  i2L 

Behold  he  prayeih.    Acts,  9.  11. 
Pray'r  is  the  soufs  sincere  desire, 

Unutter'd  or  express'd. 
The  motion  of  a  bidden  fire 

That  trembles  in  ihe  breast, 

2  Pray'r  is  the  burrlen  of  a  sigh, 

The  failing  of  a  tear; 
The  upward  glancing  of  an  eye, 
When  none  bi  K  God  is  near. 

3  Pray'r  is  the  simplest  form  of  speech 

That  infant  lips  can  try  ; 
Prayer  the  subhmest  strains  tliat  reach 
The  Majesty  ofa  high. 

4  Pray'r  is  the  christian's  vital  breath, 

The  christian's  native  air, 
His  watchword  at  the  gate  of  death — 
He  enters  hcav'n  with  pray'r. 

5  Pray'r  is  the  contrite  sinner's  voice 

Returning  from  his  ways, 
While  angels  in  their  songs  rejoice 
And  say,—"  Behold  he  prays.*- 
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Rise  my  soul  and  stretch  thy  wings,   Thy  better  portion  trace ; 
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Rise  from  transitory  things,    Towards  heaven  thy  native  place. 
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Sun  and  moon  and  stars  decay,    Time  shall  soon  this  earth  remove ; 


HYMN  122.     Tlie  Pitgrim's  Song. 
Rise,  my  soul,  and  stretch  thy  wings, 

Thy  better  portion  trace ; 
Rise  from  transitory  things. 

Towards  heaven,  thy  native  place  : 
Sun,  and  moon,  and  stars  decay  ; 

Time  shall  soon  this  earth  remove : 
Rise,  my  soul,  and  haste  away, 

To  seats  prepared  above. 
2  Rivers  to  the  ocean  run, 

Nor  stay  in  all  their  course ; 
Fire,  ascending,  seeks  the  sun ; 

Both  speed  them  to  th<?ir  source : 


So  a  soul  that's  born  of  God, 
Pants  to  view  his  glorious  face  : 

Upward  tends  to  his  abode, 
To  rest  in  his  embrace. 

3  Cease  ye  pilgrims,  cease  to  mourn  5 

Press  onward  to  the  prize ; 
Soon  our  Saviour  will  return 

Triumphant  in  the  skies, 
Yet  a  season,  and,  you  know, 

Happy  entrance  will  be  given ; 
All  our  sorrows  left  below. 

And  earth  exchanged,  for  heaven. 


*TUSCARORA,  C.  M.     By  tite  late  Dr.  T,  Telfer. 


99. 


E 


3^S 


3SES=55^| 


To  lands  which  many  ages  lay       Unsought  for  and  unknown; 


a 


;s=tS 


;^pa.^ 


MKii; 


s 


Inhabited    by   beasts    of  prey,        Or    man    as    savage    grown; 


rp- 


m^-^1- 


-8-bi 


w 


:^-^f^f 


^. 


Lci^: 


azP~ 


tp- 


:^zi: 


-y^'^i 


:EiF 


£ 


fc^~ 


s 


-m-m 


I 


:r 


s 


"^~rir 


^EE£ 


-flBsna 


He  bids  th'  oppressed  and  poor  repair,    And  at  his  word  they  come.  And 


m 


i 


'Ml 


li^III 


:iizrziz:r:r:  irzrzr—izt  iczn 


EB 


1 


-^- 


:K 


rtf^ 


L^^z^^fts:^. 


£e 


find    in    the   wild    desert 


here,         A    refuge    and    a    home. 


^^: 


~w  s~w\ 


iriEz5iL 


"r~^" 


:£ 


;^-'(— P- 


&^~r 


.  1    I    r 


:^-P: 


:[ii[ 


HYMN  123.    Tsa.  44.  23. 

Glories  of  God  in  Redemption. 
Father — how  wide  thy  glory  shines ! 

How  high  thy  wonders  rise ! 
Known  thro'  the  earth  by  thousand 

By  thousands  thro'  the  skies,  [signs, 
2  But  when  we  view  thy  strange  design, 

To  save  rebellious  worms ; 
Where  vengeance  ^  compassioo  join, 

In  their  divinest  forms ; — 
Here  the  whole  Deity  is  known ; 

Nor  dares  a  creature  guess — 
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Which  of  the  glories  brightest  shone — 
The  justice  or  the  grace. 

4  Now  the  full  glories  of  the  Lamb, 

Adorn  the  heav'nly  plains : 
Bright  seraphs  learn  Emmanuel's  name. 
And  try  their  choicest  strains. 

5  O  may  I  bear  some  humble  part, 

In  that  immortal  song ! 
Wonder  and  joy  shall  tune  my  heart, 
And  love  command  my  tongue. 
Watts. 
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with         the        blest,  Who  joyful  in         har- 


HYMN   124.     Trials. 
The  Lord  himself  hath  bless'd  the  woes 

That  try  the  faithful  few, 
He'll  guard  them  from  their  deadly  foes, 

And  be  their  comfort  through, 

2  Come  listen  to  the  blessed  words 

Which  God  our  Saviour  spake, 
"  Tiie  soul  that  to  ray  love  hath  fled, 
I  never  will  forsake." 

3  He  will  our  joy  and  portion  be, 

In  life  and  death  the  same, 
Till  in  a  blest  eternity, 

We  praise  his  holy  name.      H.  M. 


HYMN  125. 
Come,  Holy  Ghost,  my  soul  iaspire — 

This  one  great  gift  impart — 
What  most  I  need — and  most  desire, 

A  humble,  holy  heart. 

2  Bear  witness  that  I'm  born  again, 

Mv  many  sins  forgiv'n : 
Nor  let  a  gloomy  doubt  remain 
To  cloud  my  hope  of  heav'n. 

3  More  of  myself  grant  I  may  know. 

From  sins  deceit  be  free, 
In  all  the  christian  graces  grow. 
And  live  alone  to  thee. 
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HYMN  126.    Psalm  88. 

i  While  rife  prolongs  its  precious  light 

Mercy  is  found  and  peace  is  giv'ii ; 

But  soon,  ah  soon  !  approaching  night 

Shall  blot  out  cvry  hope  of  heav'n. 

2  While  God  invites,  how  blest  the  day: 
How   sweet  the    gospel's   charming 

sound — 
"  Come,  sinners,  haste, Oh,  haste  away, 
While  yet  a  pard'ning  God  is  found. 

3  "Soon,  borne  on  time's  most  rapid  wing 
'Sh'dU  death  command  you  to  the  grave, 
Before  his  bar  your  spirits  bring, 
And  none  be  found  to  hear,  or  save 

4  "  In  that  lone  land  of  deep  despair, 
No  sabbath's  heav'nly  hght  shall  rise; 
No  God  regard  your  bitter  pray'r. 
Nor  Saviour  call  you  to  the  skies." 

D  WIGHT. 


HYMN  127.    Come  and  see. 

1  Jesus,  dear  name,  how  sweet  the  sound 
Replete  with  balm  for  every  wound  T 
His  word  declares  his  grace  is  free  ; 
Come,  needy  sinner,  come  and  see. 

2  He  left  the  shining  courts  on  high. 
Came  to  our  world  lo  bleed  and  die  : 
Jesus,  the  God,  hung  on  the  tree  ; 
Come,  careless  sinner,  come  and  see. 

3  Your  sins  did  pierce  his  bleeding  heart. 
Till  death  had  done  its  dreadful  part : 
Yet  his  dear  love  still  burns  to  thee  ; 
Come,  anxious  sinner,  come  and  see. 

4  His  blood  can  cleanse  the  foulest  etaJn, 
And  make  the  filthy  leper  clean ; 
His  blood  at  once  avail'd  for  me  : 
Come,  guilty  sinner,  eome  and  •««. 
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HYMN  128. 
Come,  Holy  Spirit,  calm  my  mind, 

And  fit,-rjie  to  approach  my  God; 
Remove  e^ch  vain,  each  worldly  tho't. 
And  lead  me  lo  thy  blest  abode. 
*2  Hast  thou  imparted  to  my  soul 
A  living  spark  of  holy  fire  ? 
Oh!  kindle  now  the  sacred  flame, 
Make  me  to  burn  with  pure  desire. 
3  A  brighter  faith  and  hope  impart, 
And  let  me  now  my  Saviour  see : 
Oh  !  soothe  ^  cheer  my  burden'd  heart, 
And  bid  my  spirit  rest  in  the«. 


HYMN    129. 
He  coines!  he  conies!  the  Judge  severe; 
The  seventh  trumpet  speaks  him  near* 
The  lightnings  flash,  the  thunders  roll, 
He's  welcome  to  the  faithful  soul 
;  From  heaven  angelic  voices  sound. 
See  the  almighty  Jesus  crowned ! 
■Girt  with  omnipotence  and  grace ; 
And  glory  decks  the  Saviour's  fac6. 
Shout,  all  ye  armies  of  the  sky, 
And  all  ye  saints  of  God  most  high  ; 
Jesus,  who  now  his  right  obtains. 
For  ever,  and  for  ever  reigns. 
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TOWANDA.     S.  JH.     [furnished/or  the  Harp,]    B.Austin. 
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Praise,  praise  him,  praise  him  all. 
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Praise  Father,  Son  and  Holy  Ghost. 


Note. — This  Doxology  may  be  used  to  close  any  appropriate  psalm  or  hymn 
when  sung  to  a  tune  on  the  M^jor  key  of  A  or  G— as  Arlington,  Melody,  Arca- 
dia, Ituria,  ^c. 
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HYMN  130.     Watch  and  Pray. 
Pilgrim,  burden'd  with  thy  s»n, 

Haste  to  Zion's  gate  to-day ; 
There,  till  mer^.^  let  thee  in. 

Knock,  ^  weep,  and  watch  ^  pray. 

2  Knock — for  mercy  lends  an  ear ; 

Weep — she  marks  the  sinner's  sigh ; 
Watch — till  heavenly  light  appear ; 
Pray — she  hears  the  mourner's  cry. 

3  Mourning  Pilgrim!  what  for  thee 

In  this  world  can  now  remain  ? 
Seek  that  world  from  which  shall  flee 
Sorrow,  shame,  and  tears  and  pain. 

4  Sorrow  shall  for  ever  fly ; 

Shame  shall  never  enter  there ; 
Tears  be  wip'd  from  every  eye ; 
Pain  in  endless  bliss  expire. 

HYMN  131.     Lovest  thou  me. 
I  Hark  my  soul , — it  is  the  Lord ! 
'Tis  thy  Saviour,  hear  his  word. 
Jesus  speaks,  he  speaks  to  thee  : 
"Say,  poor  sinner,  lovest  thou  me?* 


2  *I  deliver'd  thee  when  bound. 

And  when  bleeding,  heal'd  thy  wound, 
Sought  ihee  wandering,  set  thee  right, 
Turn'd  thy  darkness  into  light. 

3  'Can  a  mother's  tender  care 
Cease  towards  the  life  she  bare  ? 
Yes,  she  may  forgetful  be. 

Yet  will  I  remember  thee. 

4  'Mine  is  an  unchanging  love, 
Higher  than  the  heights  above. 
Deeper  than  the  depths  beneath, 
Free  and  faithful,  strong  as  death. 

5  'Thou  shalt  see  my  glory  soon, 
When  the  work  of  faith  is  done, — 
Partner  of  my  throne  shalt  be  : 
Say,  poor  sinner,  lovest  thou  me  V 

6  Lord  it  is  my  chief  complaint 
That  ray  love  is  still  so  faint. 
Yet  I  love  thee  and  adore : 

O  for  grace  to  love  thee  more ! 
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Turn^ot  away  when  Jesus  pleads,    But  listen  "  while  'tis  call'd  to-day  ;"  ) 
E'en  now  he  kindly  intercedes,  And  woos  thee  from  thy  sins  away.    5 
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HYMN  132.    One  thing  is  needful 

FURNISHED  FOR  THE  HARP. 

1  Turn  not  away  when  Jesus  pleads, 
But  listen  'while, 'tis  call'd  to-day/ 
E'en  now  he  kindly  intercedes, 
And  woos  thee  from  thy  sins  away. 

2  The  world  will  try  to  win  thy  choice 
And  promise  thee  felicity, 

But  listen  to  thy  Saviour's  voice ; 
*One  thing  is  needful,'  'follow  me;' 

3  Say  to  thy  sinful  joys,  depart. 
Henceforth,  I'll  Hve  tor  God  alone, 
To  tlw  Creator,  yield  thy  heart 
And  Christ  will  for  thy  sins  atone-. 
Thou  shalt  then  say, 'all  things  are  mine,' 
And  1  am  Christ's  and  Christ  is  God's, 
My  cares  to  thee,  I  now  resign, 

And  only  long  for  thine  abode.     H.  M 


3  But  Lord  forbid,  I  should  dispute, 
Or  ever  at  thy  w  ill  repine. 

My  sojourn  here,  'tis  thine  to  fir. 
And  patient,  sweet  submission  mine, 

4  Then  bid  my  selfish  heart  be  still, 
And  wholly  trust  my  Saviour's  love, 

Contented  here  to  learn  thy  will. 
Then  joyful  soar  to  realms  above. 
H.  M. 


HYMN  1 33.    Breathing  after  Heaven. 

FURNISHED  FOR  THE  HARP. 

1  When  shall  I  quit  this  wicked  world, 

When  shall  my  weary  spirit  rest  ? 
B  -leas  ci  irorn  all  ray  earthly  cares. 

When  shall  1  sleep  on  JesuB*  breast! 
'J>  As  round  my  earthly  home  I  look, 
/     And  often  sigh  and  look  in  vain, 
;  For  one  dear  heav'nly  minded  saint. 
My  heart  is  pierc'd  with  inward  pain.i 


HYMN  134.     To-day,  Heb.  4,  7. 

1  Hasten,  O  sinner,  to  be  wise. 
And  stay  not  for  the  m.orrow's  sun  i 

The  longer  wisdom  you  despise 
The  harder  is  she  to  be  won. 

2  Oh,  hasten  mercy  to  implore, 
And  stay  not  for  the  morrow's  sun. 

For  fear  thy  season  should  be  o'er 
Before  this  evening's  course  be  run. 

3  Hasten,  O  sinner,  to  return. 

And  stay  not  for  the  morrow's  sun, 
For  fear  thy  lamp  should  fail  to  burn 
Before  the  needful  work  is  done 

4  Hasten,  O  sinner,  to  be  blest. 
And  stay  not  for  the  morrow's  sun^ 

For  fear  the  curse  should  thee  arre»t, 
Before  the  morrow  is  begun. 


NEWELL,    8,7— 8  lines. 


Lord  with  glowing  heart  I'll  praise  thee,  For  the  bliss  thy  love  bestows  ; 
For  the  pardoning  grace  that  saves  me>  And  the  peace  that  from  it  flows. 
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Help,  O  Lord,  my  weak  endeavor,  This  dull  soul  to  rapture  raise. 
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HYxMN  135    Lorn. 

Lord  with  glowing  heart  I'd  praise  thee 

For  the  bliss  thy  love  bestows  ; 
For  the  pard'ning  grace  that  saves  me, 

And  the  peace  that  from  it  flows : 
Help,  O  God,  my  weak  endeavor ; 

This  dull  soul  to  rapture  raise : 
Thou  must  light  the  flame,  or  never 

Can  my  love  be  warm'd  to  praise. 

Praise  my  soul,  the  God  that  sought  thee, 
k^v  Wretched  w  and'rer,  far  astray  ; 
Found  thee  lost,  and  kindly  brought  thee 

From  the  paths  of  death  away  ; 
Praise,  with  Ijve'sdevoutest  feeling, 

Flim  who  saw  thy  guilt-born  fear, 
And  the  light  of  hope  revealing, 

Bade  the  blood-slained  cross  appear." 

3  Lord,  this  bosom's  ardent  feeling 

Vainly  would  ray  lips  express : 
Low  belbro  ihy  footstool  kneeling, 

De'jgn  ihy  suppliant's  prayer  to  bless  : 
I^et  thy  grace,  my  soul's  chief  treasure, 

Love's  pure  flame  within  me  raise  ; 
And  since  words  can  never  measure, 

Let  my  life  show  forth  thy  praise. 


HYMN  136.    Joy  in  forgiveness' 

Hail !  my  ever  blessed  Jesus, 

Only  thee  I  wish  to  sing; 
To  my  soul  thy  name  is  precious, 

Thou  my  Prophet,  Priest,  and  King. 
O  what  mercy  flows  from  heaven ! 

O  what  joy  and  happiness! 
Love  I  much  ?  I've  much  forgiven, 

I'm  a  miracle  of  grace. 

Once  witli  Adam's  race  in  ruin, 

Unconcerned  in  sin  I  lay  ; 
Swift  destruction  still  pursuing, 

Till  my  Saviour  passed  by. 
Witness,  all  ye  hosts  of  heaven. 

My  Redeemer's  tenderness ; 
Love  I  much  ?  I've  much  forgiven^ 

I'm  a  miracle  of  grace. 

Shout,  ye  bright  angelic  choir. 

Praise  the  Lamb  enthroned  above  ; 
Whilst  astonished  I  admire, 

God's  free  grace,  and  boundless  lorr^ 
That  blest  moment  I  received  him. 

Filled  my  soul  with  joy  ^i^d  peace  i 
Love  I  much  ?  I've  much  forgiven, 

I'm  a  miracle  of  grace, 

WINGROVE. 
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armies    above,      To  shout  his  adorable  name,     To  shout,  &c. 


HYMN  137.     Failh  fainting. 
Encompass'd  with  clouds  of  distress, 

Just  ready  all  hope  to  resign, 
I  pant  for  the  light  of  thy  face, 

And  fear  it  will  never  be  mine. 

2  Dishearten'd  with  waiting  so  long, 

I  smk  at  thy  ieet  with  my  load  : 
Ail-plaintive  i  pour  out  my  song. 
And  stretch  forth  my  hands  unto  God 

3  If  sometimes  I  strive,  as  I  mourn, 

My  hold  on  thy  promise  to  keep. 
The  billows  more  fiercely  return, 
And  plunge  me  again  in  the  deep. 

4  While  harrass'd  and  cast  from,thy  sight, 

The  tempter  suggests  wilh  a  roar, 
'  The  Lord  has  forsaken  thee  quite  : 
Thy  God  will  be  gracious  no  more' 

5  Shine,  Lord,  and  my  terrors  shall  cease; 

The  blood  of  atonement  applv  ; 
And  lead  me  to  Jesus  for  peace, 
The  rock  that  is  higher  than  !. 

6  AimigLty  to  rescue  ihou  art : 

Thy  grace  is  my  shield  if  ray  tow'r; 
Come,  succor  and'gladden  my  heart, 
Let  this  be  the  day  of  rhy  pow'r. 

TOPLADY. 


HYMN  138.     i.avaioChiisf. 
My  gracious  Redeemer  I  love. 

His  praises ak>ud  I'll  proclaim; 
And  jom  with  the  armies  alx)ve, 

To  shout  his  adorable  name. 
To  gaze  on  his  glories  divine, 

Siiall  be  my  eternal  emiploy — 
To  see  them  mcessRntly  shine. 

My  boundless,  ineuable  joy- 
He  freely  redeemed,  wiih  his  blood. 

My  soul  from  the  conivnes  ofhe]!. 
To  live  on  the  smiles  of  m,y  Gcd,^ 

And  in  his  sweet  presence  todvvelk 
To  shine  with  the  angelrJn  ligb! 

With  saints  and  with  serop-»t;  \i)<iii>:, 
To  view  with  eternal  dsligi;:.-— - 

My  Jesus,  my  Saviour  my  ili-ig-. 
Yg  palacf  s,  sceptres,  and  crowns, 

Your  pride  with  disdain  1  survey  ; 
Your  pomps  are  hv'^yih   Jowst^- sounds; 

And  pass  in  a  mom';ataws!y. 
The  crown  that  my  Savioor  be2to\*v>:. 

Yon  permanent  sun  sisail  oulahme  ; 
My  joy  everlastingly  iiov^''5— - 

My  God,  my  Rod^em'^r  h  miv*. 
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%  His  presence  disperses  my  sorroM-s  and  fears,  And  bids  me  rejoice  in  my  .Lord. 


HYMN  139.     Social  Worship. 

1  How  lovely  the  ]>lace  where  the  Saviour  appears. 

To  those  who  believe  in  his  word  ; 
His  presence  disperses  niy  sorrows  and  fears. 
And  bids  me  rejoice  in  my  Lord. 

2  A  day  in  his  courts,  than  a  thousand  beside, 

Is  better  and  lovelier  far— 
My  soul  hates  the  tents  where  the  wicked  reside. 
And  all  their  dehghts  I  abhor. 

3  Lord  !  give  me  a  place  with  the  humblest  of  saints, 

For  low  at  thy  feet  I  would  lie  ; 
I  know  that  thou  hearest  my  feeble  complaints  ; 
Tiiou  hearest  the  ycur.g  raven's  cry. 

4  Give  strength  to  the  souls  that  now  wait  upon  thee, 

O  !  cOTT^e,  in  thy  chariot  of  love  ; 
From  ^-ari:h's  vain  enchantments,  O  !  help  us  to  Hee, 
.   And  to  set  our  afFectious  above. 

HYMN  140.     Contrition. 

1  O  God  ()}•  salvation,  in  mercy  attend    . 

The  v{>ice  of  contrition  ^nd  wo; 
AVh'le  a  suppliant  knee  at  thy  footstool  we  bend. 
Thy  pardon  and  favor  bestov/. 

2  And  may  we,  kind  Father,  still  hope  in  thy  grace  !     • 

And  may  we  still  st^ek  thee  in  prayer  ! 
With  the  heirs  of  thy  love  wilt  thou  give  us  a  place. 
And  grant  us  thy  presence  to  share  .'' 

5  Unworthy,  unholy,  and  sinful  we  are  ; 

Forgetful  of  mercic:S  received  ; 
From^he  paths  of  thy  children  we've  wander'd  afar. 

And  often  thy  spirit  have  grieved. 
4  O  grant  us  repentance  for  every  misdeed. 

And  help  us  our  ways  to  amend  ; 
With  the  grace  of  thy  Spirit  supply  us  in  need  ; 

In  every  temptation  defend. 
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How  happy  are  they,  Who  the  Saviour  obey,  And  have  laid  up  their  treasure 
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HYMN  141.     First  love. 
How  happy  are  they  who  the  Saviour  obey^ 

And  have  laid  up  their  treasure  above  ! 
Oh,  what  tongue  can  express  the  sweet  comfort  and  peace 
C)f  a  soul  in  its  earlk^st  love  ! 
2  'Twas  heaven  below  ||iy  Redeemer  to  know. 
And  the  angels  could  do  nothing  more 
Than  to  fall  at  his  feet,  and  the  story  repeat. 
And  the  lover  of  sinners  adore. 
S  Then,  all  the  day  long,  was  my  Jesus  my  song. 
And  redemption  thro'  faith  in  his  name: 
Oh,  that  all  miglit  believe,  and  salvation  receive, 
And  their  song  and  their  joy  be  the  same. 
HYMN    142.     The  Banquet  above. 
Come,  let  us  ascend,  my  companion  and  friend, 

To  a  taste  of  the  banquet  above  ! 
If  thy  heart  be  as  mine,  if  for  Jesus  it  pine, 
Come  up  into  the  chariot  of  love. 

2  Who  in  Jesus  confide,  we  are  bold  to  outride 

The  stoi^ms  of  affliction  beneath. 
With  the  prophet  we  soar  to  the  heavenly  shore, 
And  outfly  all  the  arrows  of  death,  '  Jfe  - 

3  By  faith  we  are  come  to  our  permanent  home. 

By  hope  we  the  rapture  improve  ; 
By  love  we  still  rise,  and  look  down  on  the  skies. 
For  the  heaven  of  heavens  is  love. 

4  What  a  rapturous  song,  when  tlie  glorified  throng 

In  the  spirit  of  harmony  join  ; 
Join  all  the  glad  choirs,  hearts,  voices,  and  lyres. 
And  the  burden  is  mercy  divine. 

5  Hallelujah,  they  cry,  to  the  King  of  the  sky, 
-    To  the  great  everlasting  I  AM  ; 

To  the  Lamb  that  was  slain,  and  that  liveth  again, 
Hallelujah  to  God  and  the  Lamb. 
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Constant    still    in   faith    abiding,    Hope    deriving    from    his    death. 
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HYjVIN  143.  Sitting  at  Jesus'  feet 
Sweet  the  moments,  rich  in  blessing. 

Which  before  the  cross  I  spend : 
Life,  and  health,  and  peace  possessing. 

From  the  .sinner's  dying  Friend : 
Love  and  grief  my  heart  dividing. 

With  my  tears  his  feet  I'll  bathe; 
Constant  still  in  faith  abiding. 

Life  deriving  from  his  death. 
2  Truly  blessed  is  this  station — 

Low  before  his  cross  Fil  lie  ; 
W^hile  I  see  divine  compassion 

Floating  in  his  languid  eye  ; 
If  ere  I'll  sit — for  ever  viewing 

Mercy  streaming  in  his  blood  : 
Precious  drops,  my  soul  bedewing, 

riead  and  claim  my  peace  with  God, 
Robinson. 

HYMN  144.    The  Great  High  Priest 
Great  High  Priest,  we  view  thee  stoop- 
ing. 
With  our  names  upon  thy  breast  ; 


In  the  garden  groaning,  drooping, 
To  the  ground  with  sorrow  prest. 

W^eeping angels  stood  confounded, 
To  behold  their  Maker  thus  ; 

And  can  we  remain  unwounded, 
When  we  knov*^  'twas  all  for  us? 

2  On  the  cross  thy  body  broken, 

Cancels  every  penal  tie  ; 
Tempted  souls  produce  this  token, 

All  demands  to  satisfy. 
All  is  finish'd  ;  do  not  doubt  it, 

But  believe  your  dying  Lord  ; 
Never  reason  more  about  it, 

Only  take  him  at  his  word. 

3  Lord,  we  fain  would  trust  thee  solely, 

'Twas  for  us  thy  blood  was  spilt ; 
Gracious  Saviour,  take  us  wholly. 

Take  and  make  us  what  thou\yilt. 
Grant  us  now  thy  heavenly  blessing, 

Let  thy  love  our  songs  employ,- 
Thus  we'll  find,  thy  peace  pn^ssessing, 

In  thy  service  all  our  joy. 
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HYMN  145.    Longmg  to  he  wiih  Christ.  4  It  is  that  hope  with  ardour  glows, 


When  mnsdng  sorrow  weens  the  past, 
And  mourns  the  present  pain, 

'Tis  sweet  to  think  of  peace  at  last. 
And  feel  that  death  is  gain. 

2  'Tis  not  that  murmuring  tho'ts  arise, 

And  dread  a  Father's  will ; 
'Tis  not  that  meek  submission  flies, 
And  would  not  suffer  still ; — 

3  It  is  that  heaven-born  faith  surveys 

The  path  that  leads  to  light. 
And  longs  her  eagle  plumes  to  raise, 
And  lose  herself  in  sight. 


To  see  kim  face  to  face, 
Whose  dying  love  no  language  knows 
Sufficient  art  to  trace, 

5  It  is  that  harrassed  conscience  feels, 

The  pangs  of  strugghng  sin  ; 
And  sees,  iho'  far,  the  hour  that  heals, 
And  ends  the  strife  within. 

6  0  let  me  wing  my  upvvard  flight. 

From  earth-born  woe  and  care, 
And  soar  above  these  clouds  of  night, 
My  Saviour's  bliss  to  share  ! 

Noel. 
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Our  souls  by  love  together  knit,    Cemented  niix'd  in  one;  One 
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I  hope,  one  heart,  one  mind,  one  voice,  'Tis  heaven  on  earth  begun.  Our  hearts  have 
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often  burn'd  within,  And  glow'd  with  sacred  fire  ;  While  Jesus  spoke  and 
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fed  and  bless'd,    And  fill'd   th'  enlarged   desire. 
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'  A  Saviour" 
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let    creation     sing;    "A    Saviour"   let     all  heaven    ring, 
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God    with    us,    we    feel    him    oars,         His     fulness     in    our 
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souls  be  pours:     'Tis    almost    done,    'Us    almost    o'er; 
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blessed     shore,      We     soon    shall      meet     to     part   no     more. 
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HYMN  146.    A  Saviour's  love. 
The  Saviour !  O  what  endless  charms 

Dwell  in  the  blissful  sound  I 
lis  influence  every  fear  disarms, 

And  spreads  sweet  comfort  round. 
Here  pardon,  hfe,  and  joys  divine. 

In  rich  eflasiun  fiovv?, 
For  guilty  rebels  lost  in  sin, 

And  doomed  to  endless  wo. 

"  A  Saviour,  ^c." 


Th'  almighty  former  of  the  skies 

Stooped  to  our  vile  abode  ; 
While  angels  view'd  with  wond 'ring eyes 

And  hailed  ihe  incarnate  God! 
O  the  rich  depths  of  love  divine ! 

Of  bhss  a  boundless  store  ! 
Dear  Saviour,  let  me  call  thee  mine  ; 

I  cannot  wish  for  more  ! 

"A Saviour,  ^." 
Steele. 


*  The  crescendo  sometimes  extends  its  influence  to  a  wbole  siram,  as  in  flte 
example  above     The  strength  of  voice  increases  to  the  end  of  the  passage  noted 
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O  could  I  speak  the  matchless  worth,    O  could  1  sound  the  glories  forth. 
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Which  in  my  Saviour  shine ;    I'd  soar  and  touch  the  heavenly  sirings,  And 
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vie    with    Gabriel    while    he    sings         In    notes    almost    divine. 
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HYiMN  147.    Excellency  of  Christ. 

1  O  could  1  speak  the  matchless  worth, 

0  could  I  sound  the  glories  forth, 
Which  in  my  Saviour  shine  ; 

I'd  soar  and  touch  the  heav'nly  strings, 
And  vie  with  Gabriel  while  he  smgs 
In  notes  alm.ost  divine. 

2  I'd  sing  the  precious  blood  he  spilt; 
My  ransom  from  the  dreadful  guilt 

Of  sin  and  wrath  divine  : 
I'd  sing  his  glorious  righteonsness, 
In  which  all.  perfect  heiiv'nly  dress 

My  soul  shall  ever  shine. 

3  I'd  sing  the  characters  he  bears, 
And  ail  the  forms  of  love  he  weare, 

Exalted  on  his  throne  : 
In  loftiest  songs  of  sweetest  praise, 

1  would  lo  everlasting  days 

Make  all  his  glories  known. 

4  [But  ah !  I'm  still  in  clay  confin'd, 
And  mortal  passions  clog  my  mind, 

And  down  ward  drag  me  still : 
O  when  shall  1  attain  the  skies, 
And  to  immortal  glories  rise, 

On  Zion's  heav'nly  hiU !] 


Well — the  delightful  day  will  come, 
When  my  dear  Lord  will  bring  me 

And  I  shall  see  his  face  :  [home, 
Then  with  my  Saviour,  brother ,  friend, 
A  blest  eternity  i'U  spend, 

Triumphant  in  his  grace.    Medley. 

HYMN  148.     Sinai  aiid  Calvciry. 

1  Awak'd  by  Sinai's  awful  sound, 
My  soul  in  bonds  of  guilt  I  found. 

And  knew  not  where  to  go ; 
Eternal  truth  did  loud  proclaim, 
'The  sinner  must  be  born  again, 

Or  sink  to  endless  wo.' 

2  Wnen  to  the  law  I  trembling  fled, 
It  pour'd  its  curses  on  my  head, 

I  no  relief  could  und  ; 
Hiis  fearful  truth  increas'd  my  pain, 
'The sinner  m.ust  be  born  again,' 

And  whelm'dmy  tortur'd  mind. 

3  Again  did  Sinai's  thunders  roll, 
And  guilt  lay  heavy  on  my  soul, 

A  vast,  oppressive  load  ;  ^ 
Alas,  I  read,  and  saw  it  plain, 
'  The  sinner  must  be  born  again,' 

Or  drink  the  wrath  of  God. 


4  The  saint,  I  heard  with  rapture  tell, 
How  Jesus  conq«er'd  Death  aad  Hell, 

And  broke  the  fowler's  snare  ; 
Yet,  when  I  found  this  truth  remain, 
*  The  sinner  must  be  born  again,' 

I  sunk  in  deep  despair. 

5  But  while  I  thus  in  anguish  lay, 

The  gracious  Saviour  pass'd  this  way, 

And  felt  his  pity  move; 
The  sinner,  by  his  justice  slain, 
Now  by  his  grace  is  born  again, 

And  sings  redeeming  love.    Ockum. 

HYMN  149. 

1  Lo!  on  a  narrow  neck  of  land, 
'Twixt  two  unbounded  seas  1  stand, 

Yet  how  insensible! 
A  point  of  tims^-a  moment's  space — 
Removes  me  to  yon  heav'nly  place, 

Or — shuts  me  up  in  hell! 

2  OGod,  my  inmost  soul  convert, 

And  deeply  on  my  thoughtless  heart, 

Eternal  things  impress  ; 
Give  me  to  feel  their  solemn  weight, 
And  save  me,  ere  it  be  too  late — 

Wake  me  to  righteousness, 

3  Before  me  place  in  bright  array, 
The  pomp  of  that  tremendous  day, 

When  thou  with  clouds  shalt  come, 

To  judge  the  nations  at  thy  bar  ; 

And  tell  ms,  Lord,  shall  I  be  there, 
To  meet  a  joyful  doom? 

WESLEY. 
HYxMN  150, 
The  mind  sireiching  forward  to  eternity^ 
Ah !  why  should  this  immorlal  mind, 
Enslaved  by  seu'se,  be  thus  confined. 

And  never,  never  rise  ? 
Why  thus,  amused  with  empty  toys, 
And  soothed  with  visionary  joys. 

Forget  her  native  skies  ? 
The  mind  was  formed  to  mount  sublime, 
Beyond  the  narrow  bounds  of  time, 

To  everlasting  things  ; 
But  earthly  vapours  cloud  lier  sight, 
And  hang  with  cold  oppressive  weight 

U}X)n  her  drooping  wings. 
The  Vi'orld  employs  its  various  snares, 
Of  hopes  and  pleasures,  pains  and  cares 

And  chained  to  earth  I  lie  : 
When  shall  my  fettered  powers  be  free 
And  leave  these  seats  of  vanity, 

And  upward  learn  to  fly  I 
Bright  scenes  of  bhss,  unclouded  skies. 
Invite  my  soul— O  could  I  rise, 

Nor  leave  a  thought  below ! 
I'd  bid  farewell  to  anxious  care. 
And  say  to  every  tempting  snare, 

Heaven  calls,  and  I  must  go. 
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Heaven  calls,  and  can  I  yet  delay  ? 
Can  ought  on  earth  engage'my  stay  ? 

Ah,  wretched,  lingering  heart  I 
Come,  Lord  with  strength  and  life  ^  light 
Assist  and  guide  my  upward  flight, 

And  bid  the  world  depart. 

STEELE. 
HYMN  15L 
The  simier  subdued  by  mercy,     j 
If  God  had  bid  his  thunders  roll, 
And  lightnings  flash  to  blast  ray  soul, 

I  stiU  had  stubborn  been  : 
But  mercy  has  my  heart  subdii-d —    . 
A  bleeding  Saviour  I  have  view'd, 

And  now  I  hate  ray  sin. 
Now,  Lord,  I  w-ould  be  thine  alone  ; 
Come  take  possession  of  thine  own, 

For  thou  hast  set  me  free  ; 
Releas'd  from  Satan's  hard  command, 
See  all  ray  pow'rs  in  waiting  stand, 

To  be  employ'd  by  thee. 
My  will  conform'd  lo  thine  would  move; 
On  thee  my  hope,  desire  and  love. 

In  fix'd  attention  join  : 
My  hands,  my  eyes,  my  ears,  my  tongue, 
Have  Satan's  servants  been  too  long, 

But  now  they  shall  be  thine. 
And  can  I  be  the  very  same. 
Who  lately  durst  blaspheme  thy  name, 

And  on  thy  gospel  tread  ? 
Surely  each  one,  who  hears  my  case  ? 
Will  praise  thee,  and  confess  thy  gv-^ee 

Invincible  indeed!  Newton. 

HYMN  152.     Solid  joys. 

1  I  quit  the  world's  fantastic  joys, 
Her  honors  are  but  idle  toys. 

Her  bliss  an  empty  shade : 
Like  meteors  in  the  midnight  sky, 
That  glitter  for  a  while,  and  die, 

Her  glories  flash  and  fade. 

2  Let  fools  for  riches  strive  and  toil, 
Let  greedy  minds  divide  the  spoil, 

'Tis  all  too  mean  for  me ; 
Above  the  earth,  above  the  skies, 
My  bold  aspiring  wishes  rise, 

My  God,  to  heaven  and  thee ! 

3  O  source  of  glory,  life  and  love ! 
When  to  thy  courts  I  mount  above, 

On  contemplation's  wings, 
I  look  with  pity  and  disdain 
On  all  the  pleasures  of  the  vain, 

On  all  the  pomp  of  kings. 
Thy  beauties,  rising  in  my  sight. 
Divinely  sweet,  divinely  bright. 

With  raptures  fill  my  breast : 
Though  robbed  of  all  ray  earthly  store 
With  thee  I  never  can  be  poor, 

But  must  be  ever  blest. 


PETERBOROUGH.     C.  ill. 
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Come  mourning  soals,  rejoice,  be  glad,     Drive   every  fear  away, 


-Zzrijznin: 


P^ 


|F>'F^Fg|^ 


'm: 


-4-0- 


X 


Come    listen    to    the    dying   God,     And    hear  the  Sayiour  pray! 
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HYMN  153,    Luke  23,  S4. 
Father  forgive  them  for  they  know  not  what 

they  do. 
Written  by  Moses  M'Lean,  Esq.  late  of 

Karrisburg.    Furnished  for  the  Harp 

by  W.  M.  Hall,  Esq. 
Come  mourning  souls,  rejoice,  be  glac 

Drive  every  fear  away ; 
Come  listen  to  the  dying  God, 

And  hear  the  Saviour  pray ! 
Legions  of  Angels  wore  his  own. 

Obedient  to  his  word  ; 
With  zeal  th'  immortal  warriors  stood 

To  vindicate  their  Lord. 
Michael,  of  Heaven's  own  armies  prince, 

Thou  did'st  no  succours  bring ; 
Nor  grasp  thy  spear,  HeU's^terroronce; 

To  save  thy  suffering  king ! 
For  him  no  vvarrior  angels  fought, 

No  thiindersroil'd  abroad  ; 
For  meek-eyed   Love  their  vengeance 
chain'd 

Fast  to  the  throne  of  God ! 
'Father  forgive  them,'  Jesus  cried, 

'Let  vengeance  not  pursue  ;' 
'Father  forgive  them,'  was  his  prayer, 

'They  know  not  what  they  do.' 
Come  sorrowmg  soul,  again  rejoice. 

Cause  every  doubt  to  flee ; 
Thy  Saviour  for  his  murderers  prayed. 

And  he  will  pray  for  thee. 
Should  persecution's  eager  shaft 

Pursue  us  whikt  we  live; 


Jesus,  benevolent,  divine, 
O  teach  us  to  forgive ! 


•  HYMN  154. 
T/^e  sweetness  of  resting  on  God. 
When  languor  and  disease  invade 

Thib  trembling  house  of  cla)^ 
'Tis  sw^et  to  look  beyond  our  cage. 

And  long  to  soar  away. 
Sweet  to  look  inward,  and  attend 

The  whispers  of  his  love  ; 
Sweet  to  look  upward  to  the  throne 

Wheie  Jesus  pleads*above. 
Sweet  to  look  back,  and  see  my  name 

In  life's  fair  book  marked  down ; 
Sweet  to  lo(>k  forward,  and  behold 

Eternal  joy  my  own. 
Sweet  to  reflect,  how  grace  divine 

My  sins  on  Jesus  laid  : 
Sweet  to  remember  that  thy  death 

My  debt  of  suffering  paid. 
Sweet  on  thy  faithfulness  to  rest. 

Whose  love  can  never  end  ; 
Sweet  on  thy  covenant  of  grace 

For  all  things  to  depend. 
Sweet  in  the  confidence  of  faith, 

To  trust  thy  truih  divine  ; 
Sweet  to  lie  passive  in  thy  hands, 

And  have  no  will  but  thine. 
If  such  the  sweetness  of  the  streams, 

What  will  that  fountain  be, 
Where  saints  and  angels  draw  their  bliss 

Immediately  from  thee  I       Toplady 


DE  FLEURY.     8's  8  lines-  * 
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Ye  angels  who  stand  round  the  throne,   And  view  my  Iramanuel's  face, 
In  rapturous  songs  make  him  known,  Tune,  tune  your  soft  harps  to  his  praise. 
Som-etimes  a  hght  surprises,   The  christian  while  he  sings,  ) 
It  is  the  Lord  who  rises,     With  healing  in  his  wings.     ^ 
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When  others  sunk  down  in  despair,      Con/irm'd  by  his  power  ye  stood, 
A  season  of  clear  shining  To  cheer  it  after  rain. 


He  form'd  you  the  spirits  you  are,  So  happy,  so  noble  so  good, 
When  comlbrta  are  declining.        He  grants  the  soul  again, 
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HYMN  155.    Panting  for  Heaven. 

1  Ye  angels  who  stand  round  the  throne 
And  view  my  Iramanuel's  face. 

In  rapturous  songs  make  him  known  ; 

Tune,  tune  year  soft  harps  to  his  praise 
He  form'd  you  the  spiiirs  you  are, 

So  happy,  so  noble,  so  good  ; 
When  others  sunk  down  m  despair, 

Confirm'd  by  his  power,  ye  stood. 

2  Ye  saints,  who  stand  neai-erthan  they, 
And  cast  your  bright  crowns  at  his  feet, 

His  grace  and  his  glory  display, 
And  all  his  rich  mercy  repeat  ; 

He  snatch'd  you  from  hell  and  the  grave- 
He  ransom'd  from  death  and  despair ; 

Foryou  he  was  mighty  to  save, 
Almighty  to  bring  5^0 u  sa^b  there. 

3  Oh,  when  will  the  period  appear, 
When  I  shall  unite  in  your  song  ? 

I'm  weary  of  lingering  here. 
And  I  to  your  Savioiir  belong! 

I'm  fetter'dand  chain'd  up  in  clay  ; 
I  struggle  and  pant  to  be  free  ; 

I  long  to  be  soaring  away, 

My  God  and  my  Saviour  to  see! 
De  Fleury, 


HYMN  156.    Devotional  liglil. 

1  Sometimes  a  light  surprises 

The  Christian  while  he  sings  ; 
It  is  the  Lord  who  r.'ses, 

With  healing  en  hih  wingf^ : 
When  comforts  are  donltn;\^:. 

He  grants  the  soul  r<\'.. 
A  season  of  clear  shijiiii).;, 

To  cheer  it  aiter  rain. 

2  In  holy  contemplation, 

We  sweetly  then  pursue 
The  iheme  of  God's  gaivaiion; 

And  find  it  ever  new- 
Set  free  from  present  sorrow. 

We  cheerfully  can  533/, 
Let  the  unknown  to-morrow 

Bring  with  it  what  it  may. 

3  \t  can  bring  with  it  nothing, 

Bat  he  will  bear  us  through;— 
Who  gives  the  liliGs^clolljing, 

Will  clothe  hi^  people  loo  : ' 
Beneath  the  spreading  heavens, 

No  creature  but  is  ted ; 
And  he  who  feeds  the  ravens. 

Will  give  his  children  bread. 


*  This  tune  is  equally  applicable  to  either  of  the  hymns  affixed  to  it 

In  singing  it  to  8's — use  the  slurs  in  the  3d  and  7th  measures,  and  omit  all  the 
others;  but  in  applying  it  to  7's  ^  6's,  omii  the  first  named  slurs,  and  use  th«  rest 
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Come  thou  fount  of  every  blessing, 
I       Streams  of  mercy,  never  ceasing, 


Tune  my  heart  to  sing  thy  grace, 
Call  for  songs  of  loudest  praise. 
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Praise  the  mount,  O  fix  me  on  it, 
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Mount  of  God's  unchanging  love, 

1^    ^  Tjia  Capo, 
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Teach  me  some  melodious  sonnet.      Sung  by  flaming 


hosts  above, 


HYMN  157.     Grateful  recollection. 
Come,  thou  Fount  of  ev'ry  blessing, 

Tune  my  heart  to  sing  thy  grace  ; 
Streams  of  mercy  never  ceasing. 

Call  for  songs  of  loudest  praise. 
Teach  mc  some  melodious  sonnet, 

Sung  by  ilaraing  tongues  above  :_ 
Praiaelhe  mount,— I' m  fix'd  upon  it— 

Mount  of  God's  unchanging  love. 
Here  I  raise  rry  Ebenezer, 

I-iither  by  thine  help  I'm  come ; 
Aiiti «  hcpe',  by  thy  goo(l  pleasure, 

Sr>le!v  ;oarriveathonie. 
;i,-i,-  .  c;.n2nt  me  v^hen  a  stranger, 

,'•    ,,: ;  rGig  f-om  the  fold  oi'God, 
::      :■.,    -■  -<,'..  uc  m-e  iroin  danger, 

xiiicrpos'd  with  precious  blood. 
( *  ■  lo  a:race  how  great  a  debtor, 

'',sV-5v  I'm  consirain'd  lo  be  ! 
Tr :  r.ri^  .Trace  now,  like  a  fetter, 

.j.u  ./u^' wrnd-nng  heart  to  thee: 
?A)no  ic'  ^Aunder,  Lord,  I  feel  it — 

Prone  to  leave  the  God  I  love — 
IIi^re'K  my  heart— O  take  and  seal  it; 

Seal  It  li-om  iby  courts  above. 

Robinson. 
iiVMN  158.  Declension  lamented. 
O^ice,  O  Lord,  thy  garden  flourish'd, 

F.very  p.art  looked  gay  and  green; 
Then  thy  word  our  spirits  nourish'd, 

Viapoy  seasons  we  have  seen  ! 

{It  a  drought  iias  since  succeeded, 


3; 


And  a  sad  decline  we  see ; 
,crd,  thy  help  is  greatly  needed, 
Help  can  Oiily  come  from  thee. 


2  Some,  in  whom  we  once  delighted, 

We  shall  meet  no  more  below ; 
Some,  alas!  we  fear  are  blighted, — 

Scarce  a  single  leaf  they  show. 
Dearest  Saviour  hasten  hither, 

Thou  canst  make  them  bloom  again; 
Oh,  permit  them  not  to  w  ither 

Let  not  all  our  hopes  be  vain ! 

HYM?I  159.     Sacramental 

When  I  view  my  Saviour  bleeding 

For  my  sins  upon  the  tree, 
Ohow  vvond'rous! — how  exceeding 

Great  his  love  appears  to  me ! 
Floods  of  deep  distress  and  anguish, 

To  impede  h?s  labours  came  ; 
Yet  rhey  ail  could  not  extinguish 

Love's  eternal  burning  fisme. 

2  Nowrederaplion  is  completed. 

Fiill  salvation  is  procured  .- 
Death  and  Sritun  are  deiealed, 

By  the  suff'ringp  he  endur'd. 
Now  the  grrj.cious  Mediator, 

Risen  to  the  courts  of  bliss, 
Claims  for  me,  a  sinful  creatu!^. 

Pardon,  righteousness,  and  peaca. 

3  Sure  such  infinite  affection 

Lays  the  highest  claim  to  mine ; 
All  my  powers  without  exception, 

Should  in  fervent  pi^aises  join. 
Jesus,  fit  me  for  thy  service, 

Form  me  for  thyself  olone ; 
I  am  thy  most  costly  pure  ijasf*. 

Take  posKescioa  of  thy  own.      I  teir. 


MISSIONARY  HYMN.  7.  6.  D. 
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HYIMN  160.    Mon(Mi/  Concert 
From  Greenland's  icy  mountains, 

From  India's  coral  strand  ; 
Where  Afric's  sunny  fountains, 

Roll  down  their  golden  sand ; 
From  many  an  ancient  river. 

From  many  a  pahny  plain, 
They  call  us  to  de,hver 

Their  land  from  error's  chain. 
*2  What,  though  the  spicy  breezes. 

Blow  soft  o'er  Ceylon's  isle. 
Though  every  prospect  pleases, 

And  only  man  is  vile  ; 
la  vain  with  lavish  kindness, 

The  gifis  of  God  are  strewn; 
Th_G  heathen  in  his  blindness. 

Bows  down  to  wood  and  stone. 
3 -Shall  we,  whose  souls  are  lighted 

With  wisdom  from  on  high. 
Shall  we,  to  men  benighted, 

The  lamp  of  life  deny? 
Salvation!  O  Saltation! 

The  joyful  sound  proclaim, 
Tii!  earth's  remotest  nation 

iias  learned  Messiah's  name. 
'4  \V;3  ft.  wafr,  yo  winds,  hig  story, 

Ami  you,  yo  waters,  roll, 
Till,  like  a  sea  of  glory, 

it  spreads  from  pole  to  pole  ; 
Till  o'er  our  runsomed  nature, 


The  Lamb  for  sinners  slain, 
Redeemer,  King,  Creator, 
In  bli£3  returna  to  roign. 

Bf.   Hej^er. 

HYxMN  151      Lo^ngformard. 

From  every  earthly  pleasure, 

From  every  irap^ieui  joy, 
From  every  mortal  treo-G-ire 

That  soon  will  fade  anddio  ; 
No  longer  these  desiring. 

Upwards  our  wishes  tend. 
To  nobler  >)]iss  aspiring, 

And  joys  that  never  erd. 

From  QYery  piercing  sorrow, 

That  heaves  our  breast  to-dsy, 
Or  threatens  us  to-raorraw, 

FIo]>e  turns  our  eyas  away  ; 
On  wings  of  faiih  ascending,  a. 

We  see  the  land  oflighi. 
And  feel  our  sorrows  endi^.f^, 

Tn  irifinite  delight. 

3  'Tis  true,  we  are  butstrangaK?. 
And  sojourners  below; 
And  countless  snares  and  da.nf;-!?'" 

Surround  the  path  wo  go : 
Tliough  painful  and  distressing 

Yet  there's   <t  resl-  above  ; 
And  onward  stiii  M-^'re  pressing. 
To  reach  that  iaad  of  1oy« 
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HYMN  162.     Home 

An  fJieii  from  God,  ?nd  a  stranger  from  peace, 
I  wander'cl  ihro'  earth,  its  gay  pleasures  to  trace, 
Tp;  the  pp.tlnvay  of  sin  I  contir*ued  to  roam, 
Uiiimhidfiil,  cdas  !  that  it  led  me  from  home, 
Hrrne,  home,  sweet,  sweet  home, 
Prepare  me  dear  Saviour  for  glory  my  home. 

The  ple^'snres  of  earth  I  have  ceeii  fa-'e  awa}^, 
They  Moom  for  a  ?.^rHr.r)^  bi.;!  soon  uvey  decay  ; 
But  ploaEiires  more  Ias:iv;r",  in  Jesus  are  giveri,  ■ 
Suv;  lion  cu  earth,  and  a  mP!Tsiou  in  heaven- 

Home,  home,  sweet,  sweet  liome, 

The  saints  in  thOvse  mansions  are  ever  at  heme. 


Allure  me  no  longer,  ye  false  glowing  cliarmsj 
The  Saviour  invites  me,  I'll  go  to  his  arms, 
At  the  banquet  of  mercy,  I  hear  there  is  room, 

0  there  may  I  feast  with  his  children  at  home, 
Home,  home,  sweet,  sweet  home, 

O  Jesus  !  conduct  me  to  heaven,  my  home  ! 

Farewell,  vain  amusements,  my  follies,  adieu. 
While  Jesus,  and  heaven,  and  glory  I  view  ; 

1  feast  on  the  pleasures  that  flow  from  his  throne. 
The  foretaste  of  heaven,  sweet  heaven  my  home  ! 

Home,  home,  sweet,  sweet  home, 

O  when  shall  I  share  the  fruition  of  home. 

The  days  of  my  exile  are  passing  aw^ay, 
The  time  is  appro?iching  when  Jesus  will  say 
WelidonCy  faithful  servant,  sit  down  on  my  throne. 
And  dwell  in  my  presence  forever  at  home, 
Home,  home,  sweet,  sweet  home, 
O  there  shall  I  rest  with  my  Saviour  at  home. 

Affliction,  and  sorrow,  and  death  shall  be  o'er  ; 

The  saints  shall  unite  to  be  parted  no  more  ; 

Their  loud  hallelujahs  fill  heaven's  high  dome. 

They  dwell  with  the  Saviour  forever  at  home. 
Home,  home,  sweet,  sweet  home. 
They  dwell  with  the  Saviour  forever  at  home. 
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HYMN  163.^     I  would  not  live  always.  Job,  7.   15, 

1  I  would  not  live  alway  :  I  ask  not  to  stay 
Vv^here  storm  after  storm  rises  dark  o'er  the  ^vay  ; 
The  few  lurid  mornings  that  dawn  on  us  here. 
Are  enough  for  life's  woes,  full  enough  for  its  cheer. 

2  I  would  not  live  alway,  thus  fettered  by  sin  ; 
Temptation  without,  and  corruption  Vv^ithin  : 
E'en  the  rapture  of  pardon  is  mingled  with  fears. 
And  the  cup  of  thanksgiving  with  penitent  tears. 

S     I  would  not  live  alway  ;  no — welcome  the  tomb. 
Since  Jesus  hath  laid  there,  I  dread  not  its  gloom  ; 
There,  sweet  be  my  rest,  till  he  bid  me  arise 
To  hail  him  in  triumph  descending  the  skies. 

4  Who,  who  would  live  alway,  away  from  his  God  ; 
Aw^ay  from  yon  heaven,  that  blissful  abode. 

Where  the  rivers  of  pleasure  flow  o'er  the  bright  plains, 
And  the  noontide  of  glory  eternally  reigns  : 

5  Where  the  saints  of  all  ages  in  harmony  meet. 
Their  Saviour  and  brethren,  transported  to  greet ; 
While  the  anthems  of  raptuFe  unceasingly  roll. 
And  the  smile  of  the  Lord  is  the  feast  of  the  soul  ! 

HEBER, 
*  In  singing  this  hymn  the  tune  may  be  closed  at  the    ^d   double  bar;  or,  the 
chorus,  affixed  to  the  first  verse  of  the  preceding  hymn,  may  be  appended  te 
each  verse  of  this. 
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[Ifymn  vjriiien  by  Dr.  A.  M'Leod,  for  the  Harp.] 


Behoid  the  seer  of  Patmos    hoary,     As    the  vast  heavensf  he 
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on  him  while  his  soul  expands,     Shines  on  him  while  his  soul  expands. 
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The     Lamb's     pure     rest    is    there. 


HYMN  1G4.     Tr^c  Naw  Jerusalem.         With  glitt'ring  iv^Iis,.  and  golye-i 
See  RevelahoTiy  Chap.  xxi.  Kosun  there  regulates  the  da/. 

ehold  the  seer  of  Patmos  hoary,  For  God  m  majesty  is  brightnes-.. ! 

As  the  vast  heav'ns  he  raptur'd  scans,     Nations  and  Kings  and  Pow'r 
A  radiance  bless'd  beyond  earth's  glory,     There  all  their  honor  showr; 

Siiines  on  him,  while  his  soul  expands-  Avaunt,  avaunt .'  unholine?s ! 
Hail  holy  eify  .'  mystic  greatness  !  The  Lamb's  pare  rest  is  there. 
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1  2B         STAR  OF  BETHLEHEM.  L.  M.       Scottish  air. 


When    marshaird   on    the    nightly      plain,    The    glittering 
star       alone,      of    all    the     train,    Can    fix     the 
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HVMiN'  Wo.     The  Star  of  Be'ldelievi. 
^^:^'.\cn  marshaird  on  the  nightly  plain, 

The  giiilering  host  beslud  rl  ■?  sky, 
0:1'?  star  alone,  of  all  the  train, 

Can  fix  ihe  sinner's  wandering  eye  : 
II  irk!  hark!  to  God  the  chorus  breaks. 

From  every  host,  from  every  gem; 
But  one  alone  the  Saviour 

It  is  the  Star  of  Bethlehem. 

2  0*j "e  on  the  raging  seas  1  rode, 

The  storrn  was  loud,  the  night  was 
dark, 
The  ocean  yawn'd,  and  rudely  blowVl 
The  Wind  that  toss'd  my  foundering 
bark. 
I'lv^ep  horror  then  my  vitals  froze 

Death  struck,  I  ceas'd  the  tide  to  stem; 
V/hen  suddenly  a  Star  arose' 
It  was  the  Star  of  Bethlehem.. 

3  It  was  my  guide,  my  light,  my  all. 

It  bad®"  my  dark  foreboding  cease 
And  thro'  the  storm  and  danger's  thrall, 

It  led  me  to  the  port  of  peace. 
Kc>w  safely  moor'd — my  perils  o'er, 

VW  sing,  first  in  night's  diadem, 
For  ever  and  foreyermore, 

The  Star— the  Star  of  Bethlehem. 
KIRKE  WHITE, 


HYMN  166.     The  Ransomed  Spirit. 
The  ransom'd  spirit  to  her  home, 

The  clime  of  cloudless  beauty  flies  ; 
Ko  more  on  stormy  seas  to  roam. 

She  hails  her  haven  in  the  skies  : 
But  cheerless  are  those  heavenly  fields, 

That  cloudless  clime  no  pleasure 
yields, 
There  is  no  bliss  in  bowers  above, 
If  thou  art  absent.  Holy  Love ! 

2  The  cherub  near  the  viewless  throne. 

Hath  smote  the  harp  vvith  trembling 
hand ; 
And  one  with  incense-fire  hath  flown, 

To  touch  with  flame  the  angel  band; 
But  tuneless  is  the  quivering  strinjj, 

No  melody  can  Gabriel  bring, 
Mute  are  its  arciies  when  above 
The  harps  of  heaven  wake  not  to  Lovej 

3  Earth,  sea  and  sky  one  language  speak. 

In  harmony  that  soothes  the  soul  ; 
'Tis  heard  when  scarce  the  zephyrs 
wake. 
And  when  on  thunders  thunders  roll; 
That  voice  is  heard,  and  tumults  cease 

It  whispers  to  the  bosom  peace ; 
Speak,  thou  Inspirer,  from  above. 
And  cheer  our  hearts,  celestial  Love  I 
TAPPAN. 


CONSOLATION.     C.  P.  M, 
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Come  on  my  partners  in  distress,  My  comrades  thro'  this  wilderness, 
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vale    of   tears,     To    that  celestial    hill,     To  that  celestial    hill. 
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■  HYMN  167. 

1  Come  on  my  partners  in  distress, 
My  .comrades  thro'  the  wilderness. 

Who  still  your  bodies  feel, 
A  while  forget  your  griefs  and  fears, 
And  look  beyond  this  vale  of  tears. 

To  that  celestial  hill. 

2  Beyond  the  bounds  of  time  and  space, 
Look  forward  to  that  heavenly  place, 

The  saints  secure  abode. 
On  faith's  strong  eagle  pinions  rise, 
And  force  your  passage  to  the  side"?, 

And  scale  the  mount  of  God. 

3  Who  suffer  with  our  master  here, 
We  shall  before  his  face  appear, 

Afid  by  his  side  sit  down, 
To  patient  faith  the  prize  is  sure, 
And  all  that  to  the  end  endure, 

The  cross  shall  wear  the  crown. 

HYMN  168.     1  Thess.  4   16,  17. 
Longing  for  a  place  at  the  right  hand  of 

Christ. 
1  W^hen  thou,  my  righteous  Judge,  shall 
come 
To  fetch  ihif  ransom'd  people  home, 


aSSIIe 


Shall  I  among  them  stand  ? 
Shall  such  a  worthless  worm  as  I 
Wlio  sometimes  am  afraid  to  die, ' 

Be  found  at  thy  right  hand  ? 

I  love  to  meet  among  them  now. 
Before  tliy  gracious  feet  to  bow,' 

Tho'  vilest  of  them  all; 
But  can!  bear  the  piercing  thought  ? 
What,  if  my  name  sliould  he  left  out, 

When  thou  for  them  shait  call. 

:  Dear  Lord  .'—prevent  it  by  thy  grace, 
Be  thou,  my  only  hi<4ing-place, 

In  this  th'  accepted  day  ; 
Thy  pard'ning  voice,  O  let  me  hear, 
To  still  my  nnbeheving  fear. 

Nor  let  me  fall,  I  pray.' 

:  Amoili'  thy  saints  let  me  be  found 
Whene'er  th'  archangel's  trump  shall 
To  see  thy  smUing  face  .•        [sound, 
Then  loudest  of  the  erowd  I'll  sing, 
While  heav'ns  resounding  mansions 
With  shouts  of  so  v'reign  grace,  [ring 
Ovington's  sel. 
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LOVING  KINDNESS.     L.  M. 
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Awake  my  soul  to  joyful  lays,     And  sing  the  great  Redeemer's 
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I    free !  His  loving  kindness,  loving  kindness,  Eis  loving  kinduess,  O  how  free ! 
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Ti'YMJN   169.    AuMhe,  my  sov.L 

1  Avvake,  my  soul,  to  joyful  lays, 
AT,:i  sir.g-  the  great  Redeemer's  praise; 
I  ■    . -•  •  :.■ '  ■■  •{  i^Ims  a  song  from  me, 

Jndness,  O,  how  free  ! 
Oi'-ri^i. — i'liS.  loving  kindness — Ivoving- 
kmdness, 
His  loving-kindness,  O,  how 
free  !  • 

2  He  saxv  me  rum'd  in  the  fall,. 
Yet  1v>ved  me  notwithstanding  all, 
He  eaved  ine  from  my  lost  estate, 
Kis  loving-kindness,  O,  hov^  ,^reat ! 

3  Though  ni^merous  hosts  of  n.^iity  foes. 
Though  Q^i'Tth  and  bell  my  way  oppose, 
I[e  safely  leads  my  soin  ril<^r^g, 

His  ioving-kiindness,  O,  hov^  iVczi\'^ ! 


¥/ben  trouble, like  e  gloomy  cloud. 
Has  gathered  thick,- and  th"under'd  loud. 
He  near  my  soul  has  always  stood-, 
His  loviiig-kindnese»  O,  hov*^  good ! 

Often  i  feel  my  sir.fnl  heart, 
Pjrone  from  my  Saviour  to  depart  \ 
But  though  I  have  him  oft  forgot, 
0is  loving-kindness  changes  not. 

Soon  shall  I  pass  (he  gloomy  vaW, 
Soon  all  my  mortal  powers  mnst  iiiil ; 
O!  ruay  my  last  expiring  breath 
His  loving-kindness  siv:g  in  death. 

'  Then  let  me  mount  and  soar  away, 
To  the  bright  world  of  endless  day;',  . 
And  sin.^,  with  rapture  and  surprise, 

\hM  loving-kindnesja  iii  the  skies. 


CORNELIA.*    11 's. 


Thy  mercy,  my  God,  is  the  theme  of  my  song,    IJhejoyofmy 
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1     heart,  and  the  boast  of  my  tongue;    Thy   free   grace    alone,  from  the 
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first  to  the  last,    Hath  won  rny  affections,    and  bound  my  soul  fast. 
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PlYMN  iro.     nivi7ie  Mercy, 

1  Thy  mercy,  my  God,  is  the  theme  of  my  song, 
The  joy  of  my  heart,  and  the  boast  of  my  tongue  ; 
Thy  free  grace  alone,  from  the  first  to  the  last, 
Hath  won  my  affections,  and  bound  my  soul  fast. 

2  Without  tliy  sweet  mercy,  I  could  not  live  here. 
Sin  soon  would  reduce  me  to  utter  despair  ; 

But  thro'  thy  free  goodness,  my  spirits  revive, 
And  he  that  first  made  me  still  keeps  me  alive. 

3  Thy  mercy  in  Jesus  exempts  me  from  hell ; 
Its  glories  I'U  sing,  and  its  wonders  I'll  tell : 

1  was  Jesus,  my  friend,  when  he  hung  on  the  tree, 
1  hat  open'd  the  channel  of  mercy  for  me. 

4  Great  Father  of  mercies  !  thy  goodness  I  own, 
And  the  cov'nant  love  of  thy  crucifi'd  Son  ; 
AH  praise  to  the  Spirit,  whose  witness  divine 
Seals  mercy,  and  pardon,  and  righteousness  mine. 

\vhitfield's  col, 

*  Composed  by  Mi?s  Corneha  Brackenridge,  late  of  Cariisie.       ' 
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Stop  po@,r  sinner,  stop  and  tlimkj 
Will    you    sport    upon  the   brink 


Before   you    farther    go ; 
Of  everlasting  woe. 
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Stay  your  footsteps,  ere  ye  drop 


Into    the    burning    lake. 
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.    .  HYMN  171.     Tlie  Alarm. 

Stop,  poor  sinners,  stop  and  think, 

Before  you  further  go, ; 
Will  you  sport  upon  the  brink 

Of  everlasting  wo  ? 
On  the  verge  of  ruin  stop — 

Now  the  friendly  warning  take — 
Stay  your  footsteps  ere  ye  drop 

Into  the  burning  lake. 

2  Say,  have  you  an  arm  like  God, 

That  you  his  will  oppose  ? 
Fear  y6  not  that  iron  rod 

Vv''i'th  which  he  breaks  his  foes  ? 
Can  you  stand  in  that  dread  day. 

Which  his  justice  shall  proclaim, 
When  the  earth  shall  melt  away 

Like  wax  before  the  flame  ? 

3  Ghastly  death  will  quickly  come, 

And  drag  you  to  his  bar  ; 
Tlien  to  hear  your  awful  doom, 

Will  fill  you  with  despair  ! 
All  your  sins  will  round  you  crowd  ; 

You  shall  mark  their  crimson  dye , 
Each  for  vengeance  crying  loud, 

And  what  can  you  reply  ? 


i  Tho'  your  heart  W'cre  made  of  steel, 

Your  forehead  lin'd  with  brass ; 
God  at  length  will  make  you  feel, 

He  will  not  let  j^ou  pass ; 
Sinners  then  in  vain  will  call, 

Those  who  no w^  despise  his  grace, 
*  Rocks  and  mountains  on  us  fall. 

And  hide  us  from  his  face.' 

Newton, 

HYMN  172.     T?ie  Crucifixion. 
Jesus  drinks  the  bitter  cup, 

The  wine-press  treads  alone  : 
Tears  the  graves  and  mountains  up 

By  his  expiring  groan  : 
Lo,  the  pow'rs  of  heaven  he  shakes. 

Nature  in  convulsion  lies  ; 
Earth's  profoundest  centre  quakes, 

The  great  Jehovah  dies. 
2  O  Hiy  God,  he  dies  for  me, 

[  feel  the  mortal  smart ! 
See  him  hanging  on  the  tree, 

A  sight  that  bre^aks  ray  heart  I 
O  that  all  to  thee  might  turn ! 

Sinners,  ye  may  love  him  too : 
Look  on  him  ye  pierc'd,  and  mourn 

For  one  who  bled  for  you. 


EVENING  SHADE.     S.  31 


Jenks. 
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The  day   is    past    and    gone,    The    evening  shades    appear; 
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O  may  wo  ever  keep  in  mind,    The  night  of  deatii  d^aws  near. 
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Hymn. 


The  day  is  past  and  gone, 

The  ev'nnig  shades  sppear ; 
Oh,  may  we  evoT  keep  in  mind 
The  night  of  death  draws  near. 
2  V7e  lay  oir;- garments  by, 
Upon  our  bed  to  rest  ; 
So  deaih  will  soon  remove  us  hence, 
And  leave  our  souls  undrest. 
S  TjOi-d,  keep  iis  safe  this  night, 
Heeure  from  all  oar  fears  ; 


May  angels  o---,-  ' 
Till  morn; :, 

4  And  whenvv 
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{Furnished  for  the  Harp  by  Rev.  J.  Nourse.] 


Poor  wilder'd  weeping  heart, 
Come,  sinful  as   thou  art, 
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What  can  re — iieve  thee? 
Christ  will  receive  thee. 
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HYMN  174.     Come  to  Jems. 

[WRI-rrTEN   FOB,  THE  ilAR?.] 

Pftor.  wilder'd,  weeping  heart, 

What  can  relieve  thee  ? 
Come,  shiful  as  thou  art, 

Ciirist  will  receive  thee. 
Come,  though  with  wo  oppress'd, 
Soft  IS  the  Saviour's  breast, 
T'if  re,  may'st  thou  sweetly  rest, 

rhcTO,  nought  shall  grieve  thee. 

2  Come.  trenibliDg,  timid  soul. 

Why  Uiis  delaying? 
T->!UiGers,  that  n/er  thee  roll, 

Ff>i!  on  ihe  straying. 
Turn  from  •Jestruetion's  ways, 
Turn  to  the  tlirone  of  grace, 
There,  seek  thy  Father's  face, 

Y\^eepirig  and  praying. 

3  •  Hence,  guilty  fear  and  doubt, 

'  Leave  me  forever ! 

*  Lord,  wilt  thon  cast  m«,  out  ? 

*  Never — oh,  never  ? 

*  From  unbelief  of  mind, 

'  From  thoughts  to  sai  inclin'd, 

*  From  flesh  and  hell  combin'd, 

•Thou  wilt  deliver.'  j.  burtt. 


HYMN  175.     Christian  Effcrri. 
[written  for  the  harp.] 

Wake — wake, each  slumb'ring  saint! 

'Midst  the  gloom  sounding, 
List  to  your  Lord's  complaint, 

Death  his  soul  wounding ! 
Rise — rise,  his  sorrows  fiow, 
That  sinners  doom'd  to  woe, 
Tlie  bliss  of  heav'n  may  kn(5w, 

His  throne  surrounding. 
%  Hail — hail  our  gracious  Lord- 
God's  Son, our  Saviour : 
Send  o'er  the  earth  his  Word, 

01  grace  the  savour : 
Far— far,  make  known  his  love. 
Whilst  sinners  come  and  prove, 
Its  rweetness,  far  above 

The  Vv'orld's  frail  favour. 
Loud — loud,  O  let  us  sing. 

With  bosoms  glowing ; 
And  ofi'rings  freely  bring, 

Before  him.  bowing : 
Bright — bright  his  glories  shine. 
All  beauteous  and  benign, 
Whilst  yet  his  grace  divine 

O'er  earth  is  flowing.     J.  w.  scoTT. 


Note. —  in  singing  the  hr^t  verse  of  the  I'Tlthhymn,  it  will  be  found  necessary 
connect  the  3d  and  4th  notes  in  the  third  measure,  instead  of  the  Isi  and  Sd. 
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me !     When  shall  my  labours  have  an  end,  In  joy  and  peace  and 
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HYMN  176.  The  New  Jerusalem 
Jerusalem  !  my  happy  home ! 

iVame  ever  dear  to  me  ! 
When  shall  my  labours  have  an  end, 

In  joy,  and  peace,  and  thee  ? 
I  When  shall  these  eyes  thy  heaven-built 

And  pearly  gates  behold  ?       [Vv'alls 
Thy  bulwarks,  with  salvation  strong, 

And  streets  of  shining  gold  ? 
t  0,  when,  thou  city  of  my  God, 

Shall  I  thy  courts  ascend, 
Where  congregations  ne'er  break  up, 

And  Sabbaths  have  no  end  ? 
There  happier  bowers  than   Eden's 

Nor  sin  nor  sorrow  know ;     [bloom 


Blest  seats!  thro'  rude  if  stormy  scenes 

I  onward  press  to  yoii. 
5  Why  should  I  shrink  at  nam  and  v.  .j^. 

Or  feel  at  death,  dismay  ? 
I've  Canaan's  goodly  land  in  v^aw, 

And  realms  of  enaless  dav^ 
Apostles,  martyrs,  propiiets  'Jie'e, 

Around  my  Saviour  .-^Mrid  ; 
And  soon  my  friends  in  Christ  befo'v, 

Will  join  the  glorioas  band. 
7  Jerusalem !  my  hapny  home  ! 

My  soul  still  pan.ts"'f?r  thee  ,• 
Then  shall  mv  labours  have  an  end, 

When  I  thy  joy?  shal'  se». 

5  EATON, 
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M'KEEVER.    H.  M. 


Come,  my  fond  fliitt'ring  heart,      Come,  struggle  to  be  free. 
Thou  and  the  world  must  part,      However  hard  it  be, 
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TiYMN  177.  Renouncing  the  world. 
Come,  m}^  fond  fluttering  heart, 
Come,  struggle  to  be  free, 
■    Thou  and  ihe  world  must  part, 

II  o  we  \-  c  r  h  a  rd  i  t  b  e  : 
My  trr-mbling  spirit  owns  it  just, 
jVat  cleaves  yet  closer  to  the  dust. 

2  Ye  tempting  sweets  forbear, 

Ye  dearest  idols  fall  ; 
Mvlove  ye  must  not  share, 

'Jesu:«  shall  have  it  all : 
'"^'Is  li'ter  pain,  'tis  cruel  smart, 
\^-ii  ah  !  thou  must  consent,  my  heart! 

3  l"e  f'iir  epch'anting  throng, 

Yc  gclden  dreams,  farewell! 
Ea.'ih  Isas  prevailed  too  long, 
And  j:r\Y  I  break  tl'e  &peil : 
Ye  chffisiied  joys  of  early  years — 
JesLs,  forgive  these  parting  tears. 


4  But  must  I  part  Vvith  all  ? 

My  heart  still  fondly  pleads  ; 
Yes — Dagon's  self  must  fall. 

It  beais,  it  throbs,  it  bleeds : 
Is  tliere  no  balm  in  Gilead  found, 
To  soothe  and  heal  the  smarting  wound? 

5  O  yes,  there  is  a  balm, 

A  kind  Physician  there, 
My  fevered  mind  lo  calm, 
To  bid  me  not  despair : 
Aid  m.e,  dear  Saviour,  set  m.e  free, 
And  I  will  all  resign  to  thee. 
5  O  m^ay  f  feel  thy  worth, 
And  let  no  idol  dare, 
No  vanity  of  earth. 

With  thee,  my  Lord,  compare  ! 
Now  bid  all  woiluly  joys  depart, 
y\nd  reign  supremely  in  my  heart. 

JANE   TAYLOR. 


WILLIAMSON.     C.  M.  D, 
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n  C^->n:f-  humble  sinner  in  whese  breist  A  thousand  tho:]ghts  revolve, 

I  Come  with  your  guilt  and  fear  oppreys'd  And  make  this  last  resolvo, 


I  know  his  courts,  I'll  enter  in.       Whatever   may  oppose. 


WILLIAMSON,  continued. 
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I'll  go   to  Jesus,    tho'    my__sins     Have    like    a    mountain   rose; 


HYMN  178.     Come  to  Jesus, 
Come,  humble  sinner,  in  whose  breast 

A  thousand  thoughts  revolve; 
Come  with  your  guilt  <^lear  oppressed 

And  make  this  last  resolve  : — 
*I'll  go  to  Jesus,  though  my  sins 

Have  like  a^mounlain  rose  ; 
I  know  his  courts,  I'll  enter  in, 

Whatever  may  oppose. 
!  'Prostrate  I'll  lie  before  his  throne, 

And  there  my  guilt-confess  ; 
I'll  tell  him  I'm  a  wretch  undone, 

Without  his  sovereign  grace. 

SUFFERLNG  SAVIOUR.  C.'Mi: 


'  I'll  to  the  gracious  King  approach, 

Whose  sceptre  pardon  gives ; 
Perhaps  he  may  command  my  touch- 

And  then  the  suppliant  lives. 
'Perhaps  he  w»iil  admit  my  plea,  . 

Perhaps  will  hear  my  prayer ;. 
But  if  I  perish,  I  will  pray, 

And  perish  oniy  there, 
'lean  but  perish  if  I  go, 

I  am  resolved  to  try ; 
For  if  I  stay  away,  I  know 

1  must  for  ever  die.'  E.  jones. 
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Would  he  devote  that  sacred  head.    For  such  a   worm  as  I? 


:^^_ 


:r~r 


-□- 


^-5:Fn: 


:-CEi 


HYMN  179.     71ie  Suffering  Saviour. 
Alas,  and  did  my  Saviour  bleed? 

And  did  my  Sovereign  die  ! 
Would  he  devote  that  sacred  head 
For  such  a  worm  as  I  ? 
C/iorus.*-0,  the  Lamb,  the  loving  Lamb! 
The  Lamb  of  Calvary ! 
The  Lamb  that  was  slain,  but 
lives  again 
To  intercede  forme. 
2  Was  it  for  crimes  that  I  had  done. 
He  groaned  upon  the  tree ! 
Amazing  pity!  grace  unknown! 


And  love  beyond  degree  ! 

3  Well  might  the  sun  in  darkness  hide, 

And  shni  his  glories  in, 
When  Christ,  the  mighty  Saviour,  died 
For  man,  the  rebel's  shi. 

4  Thus  might  I  hide  my  blushing  fac?, 

While  his  dear  cross  appears, 
Dissolve  my  heart  in  ihankfulnef^, 
And  melt  my  eyes  to  tears. 

5  But  drops  of  grief  can  ne'er  reiyay 

The  debt  of  love  I  owe  : 
Here,  Lord,  I  give  myself  away  ; 
'Tis  all  that  1  can  do. 


*  in  applying  this  chorus  to  Suffering  Saviour,  omit  the  lirst  note,  and  li^e.^iurs 
in  the  6th  mea.sure. 
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The  voice  of  free  grace,  Cries  escape  to  the  mountain,    For  Adam's 
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HYMN  180.    Free  Grace. 

1  The  voice  of  free  grace 
Cries,  escape  to  the  mountain, 
For  Adam's  lost  race, 
Christ  has  opened  a  fountain, 
For  sin  and  transgression 
And  every  pollution, 

The  blood  it  flows  freely 
In  streams  of  salvation. 

Hallelujah  to  the  Lamb, 
Who  purchased  our  pardon, 
We'll  praise  him  again. 
When  we  pass  over  Jordan. 

2  This  fountain  so  clear, 

In  which  all  may  find  pardon, 
From  Jesus'  side  flows 
In  plenteous  redemption: 
Though  your  sins  they  were  raised 
As  high  as  a  mountain. 
The  blood  it  flows  freely 


From  Jesus  the  fountain. 
Hallelujah,  ^^c. 

3  O  Jesus  !  ride  on, 

Thy  kingdom  is  glorious. 
O'er  sin,  death  and  hell 
Thou  wilt  make  us  victorious, 
Thy  name  shall  be  praised 
In  the  great  congregation, 
And  saints  shall  delight 
Ascribing  salvation. 
Hallelujah,  ^c. 

4  When  on  Zion  we  stand, 
Having  gain'd  the  blest  shore, 
With  our  harps  in  our  hands 
We  will  praise  evermore. 
We  will  range  the  blest  fields 
On  the  banks  of  the  river, 
And  sing  hallelujahs 

For  ever  and  ever. 
Halleliajah,  &c. 
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Vain  delusive  world    adieu,    With  all  of  creature  good;    Only  Jesus 
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HYMN  181.    Jesus  Crucified, 

1  Vain  delusive  world  adieu, 
With  all  of  creature  good, 
Only  Jesus  I'll  pursue, 

Who  bought  me  with  his  blood  ; 
All  thy  pleas n re  I'll  forego, 
I'll  trample  on  thy  wealth  and  pride ; 
Only  Jesus  will  I  know, 

And  Jesus  crucified  I 

2  Other  knowledge  I  disdain, 
'Tis  all  bur  vanity  ; 

Christ,  the  Lamb  of  God,  was  slain. 

He  tasted  death  for  ihe ! 
lie  to  save  from  endless  woe 
The  sin  atoning  victim  died  \ 
Only  Jesus  will  I  know, 

And  Jesus  crucified ! 


3  Him  to  know  is  life  and  peace, 
And  pleasure  without  end,  ., 
This  is  all  my  happiness 

On  Jesus  to  depend  ; 
Daily  in  his  grace  to  grow. 
And  ever  in  his  loveabide ; 
Only  Jesus  will  I  know. 

And  Jesus  cruciiied ! 

4  O  that  I  could  all  invite, 
This  saving  truth  to  prove  ; 
Show  the  length,  <^  breadth,  c^-  hei 

And  depth  of  Jesus'  love  , 
Fain  I  would  to  sinners  sliow. 
This  blood  alone  by  faith  applied  .; 
Only  Jesus  will  I  know, 

And  Jesus  crucir.sd  ! 
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When  shall  we  all  meet  again?    When  shall  we  all  meet  again? 
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Oft    shall    glowing    hope  aspire,      6ft  shall  wearied  love  retire. 
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Oft  shall  death  and  sorrow  reign,      Ere  we  all  shall  meet  again. 


:rzi — r 


1 rzr 


r: 


"S  . 


"1    I    [ 


'P^ 


:cr 


iH 


:pj-t 


:p.: 


I 


HYMN  182.    Farting  Friends. 

1  Whan  shall  we  all  meet  again  ? 
When  shall  we  all  meet  again  ? 
Oft  shall  glowing  hope  aspire, 
Oft  shall  wearied  love  retire, 
Oft  shall  death  and  sorrow  reign, 
Ere  we  all  shall  meet  again. 

2  Tho'  m  distant  lands  we  sigh, 
Parch'd  beneath  a  hostile  sky; 
Tho'  the  deep  between  ns  rolls. 
Friendship  shall  unite  onr  souls ; 
Still  in  fancy's  rich  domain, 

Oft  shall  we  all  meet  again. 

3  When  the  dreams  of  life  are  fled, 
When  its  wasted  lamps  are  dead, 
When  in  cold  oblivion's  shade 
Beauty  wealth  and  fame  are  laid, 
Where  immortal  spirits  reign, 
There  may  we  all  meet  again. 


RYMN  183. 
Earnest  desires  to  do  the  will  of  God. 

1  Jesus,  by  whose  grace  I  live, 

From  the  fear  of  evil  kept, 
Thou  hast  lengthened  my  reprieve, 

Held  in  being  while  I  slept ; 
With  the  day  my  heart  renew, 
Let  me  wake  thy  will  to  do. 

2  Since  tlie  last  revolving  dawn. 

Scattered  the  nocturnal  cloud. 
Ohow  many  souls  have  gone 

Unprepared  to  meet  their  God ! 
Yet  thou  dost  prolong  my  breath,    " 
Nor  has  sealed  my  eyes  in  death! 

3  O  that  I  might  keep  Xhy  word, 

Taught  by  thee  to  watch  and  pray  ! 
To  thy  service,  dearest  Lord, 

Sanctrly  the  present  day : 
Swift  its  fleeting  moments  haste  ; 
Doomed,  perhaps,  to  be  my  last ' 

4  Crucified  to  all  below, 

Earth  shall  never  be  my  car*j  ; 
Wealth  and  honour  I  forego, 

This  my  only  wish  and  prayer — 
Thine  in  life  and  death  to  be, 
Now  and  to  eternity  I  toplady 
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See  salvation's  banner  wave !    'Tis  a  guilty  world  to  save : 
Loud,  and  louder  still  is  heard,    Mercy's  sweetly  rallying  word : 


-|®- 


:P- 


E£ 


±^z 


-F—W' 


E 


F=F=^~"F 


,— E- 


Heralds    go,    to    sinners    tell,        By  the  cross  the  way  from  hell, 
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Jesus  Christ  was  crucified;      'Twas  for  man  the  Saviour    died. 
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The  following  hymn  written  for  the  occasion,  was  sung  in  Philadelphia  on  the 
evening  of  the  12th  of  Oct.  1832,  at  the  orM^tion  of  Rev.  John  P.  Pinneyand 
Joseph  W.  Barr,  who  have  devoted  themselvij^^o  missionary  service  in  the  inte« 
rior  of  Africa. 


HYM?^  184  Salvation's  Banner, 

1  See  salvation's  banner  wave! 
'Tis  a  guilty  world  to  save  : 
Loud,  and  louder  still  is  heard, 
Mercy's  sweetly  rallying  word : 

Heralds !  go, — to  sinners  tell, 
By  the  Cross  the  way  from  hell  ; 
Jesus  Christ  was  crucified ; 
'Twas  for  man  the  Saviour  died. 

2  Hark  ! — the  angel  hosts  rejoice. 
Thus  to  hear  the  herald's  voice  ; 

..     Loud  they  sing  while  sinners  fly 
To  salvation's  banner  nigh: 
O'er  the  earth  ye  heralds  go 
Light  and  life  to  heathen  show ; 
Jesus  Christ  for  sinners  bled  ; 
Rising,  Death  he  captive  led. 

3  See  the  day  spring  from  on  high; 
'    'Tis  salvation's  banner  nigh  : 

Pagan's  from  perdition's  night, 
Rising,  hail  redemption's  light: 


Christians!  send  to  all  the  world 
This  broad  banner  wide  unfurl'd  ; 
Jesus  Clirist  was  crucified  ; 
'Twas  for  man  the  Saviour  died. 

4  Plaste, — O  hasten  to  proclaim, 
Freedom  in  the  Saviour's  name  : 
Gospel  heralds  !  ye  shall  prove, 
'Tis  the  banner  of  his  love : 

He  to  you  will  strength  impart ; 
We  will  bear  you  on  our  heart ; 
Jesus  died  for  man ; — He  rose. 
Rising,  he  repulsed  his  foei. 

5  Lo !  amid  the  shades  of  death. 
By  the  Holy  Spirit's  breath, 
Wide  unfurl'd  the  banner  waves. 
While  the  foe  in  terror  raves : 

Matchless  grace  !  almighty  sword  '. 
Haste  the  victory  of  the  Lord  I 
Christ  was  slain,— the  tidings  tell  i 
JesuB  lives  to  save  from  hell  ? 

J.   WELWOOD  »«CTT. 


THE  STAR  IN  THE  EAST.     U.  10.  D. 


Hail  the  blest  morn !  See  the  great  Mediator,  Down  from  the  regions  of  glory 

descend. 
Shepherds,  go  worship  the  babe  in  ihe  manger,  Lo !  for  his  guards  the  bright 

angels  attend, 
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Star  of  the  East,  the  horizon  adorning,  Guide  where  our  infant  Redeemer  is  laid, 
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I  thine  aid, 

i-.a__^_^_:^^Pf ^ c-m^^  :&.. 


I    r 


\\ 


:o: 


_i 


~r~^" 


-^fp-P 


-Wr-rr-wWr 


HYMN  185.     The  Birth  of  Christ,    ' 

1  H  :*1  the  blest  morn  !  see  the  great  Mediator, 

Down  from  the  regions  of  glory  descend  ! 
Shepherds,  go  worship  the  babe  in  the  manger, 
Lo,  for  his  guard,  the  bright  angels  attend. 
CHORUS, — Brightest  and  best  of  the  sons  of  the  morning, 
Dawn  on  our  darkness,  and  lend  us  thii.e  aid  ; 
Star  of  the  east,  the  horizon  adorning, 
Guide  where  our  infant  Redeemer  is  laid. 

2  Cold  on  his  cradle  the  dew  drops  are  shining  ; 

Low  lies  his  bed  with  the  beasts  of  the  stall  ; 
Angels  adore  him,  in  slumbers  reclining, 
M  aker  and  Monarch  an d  Saviou  r  of  all. 
Brightest  and  best,  Sec. 

3  Say,  shall  Ave  yield  him,  in  costly  devotion, 

Odors  of  Eden,  and  offerings  divine, 
(rems  from  the  mountains,  and  pearls  from  the  ocean. 
Myrrh  from  the  forest,  and  gold  from  the  mine  ^ 
Brightest  and  best,  Sec. 

4  V^ainly  we  offer  each  ample  oblation, 

Vainly  with  gold  would  his  favor  secure  ; 
Richer  by  far  is  the  heart's  adoration  ; 
Dearer  to  God  are  the  prayers  of  the  poor. 

Brightest  and  best,  Sec,  .  '  KKt^LR, 
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Mv  friends,  I  bid  you  all  farewell !      Farewell,  my  friends,  farewell ! 
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may    we    meet    on    Canaan's    shore,      And    never  part    again 
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HYMN  186.    Farewell 
[written  for  the  harp.] 

Farewell!  dear  christian  friends,  farewell 

The  hour  at  last  draws  near, 
When  tend'rest  ties  must  all  be  rent, 

And  those  we  hold  so  dear 
Like  stranger  pilgrims,  must  remove 

And  here  no  more  appear. 
The  vanished  past,  we  fondly  trace, 

Those  hours  of  sweetest  peace, 


When  in  Jehovah's  holy  place, 
And  from  the  world  releas'd  : 

Our  spirits  then,  have  soar'd  away 
To  heaven's  celestial  feast. 

But  tho'  we  sunder  wide  below, 
This  cheering  hope  sustains. 

Far,  far,  beyond  this  world  of  wo, 
A  heavenly  rest  remains  : 

And  we,  if  faithful,  shall  enjoy 
That  home,  where  Jesus  reigns. 

H.  M. 


IIVBEX  to  the  Tunes. 


Acceptance, 

Accomac, 

Aithione, 

Alcester, 

Alfreton. 

Amherst, 

Amsterdam, 

Arcadia, 

ArUngton, 

Averno, 

Ayrshire, 

Baxter, 

Bethel, 

Brainard, 

Braintree, 

Cambridge, 

Christian  ^ong, 

Christmas, 

Coleshill, 

Communion, 

Consolation, 

Cornelia, 

Crucifixion, 

De  Fleuiy, 

Devonshire, 

Dozology, 

Dundee, 

Durham, 

Elgin, 

Elliot, 

iLiitreaty, 

Evening  Hymn, 

Evening  Shade, 

Farewell, 

Forest, 

Ganges, 

German  Hymn, 

Grateful  Remembrance, 

(T'-)r<d  Shepherd, 

Hale, 

Harleie;h, 

Herald, 

Home, 

Hooker, 

Italian  Hymn, 

Ituria, 

Jerusalem, 

Judgment  Hymn, 

Kershaw, 

Kingsbridge, 
I    Littleton, 
;    London, 

Lovest  Thou  Me  ? 

Loving  Kindness, 

Maiden, 

Mahiasbury, 


85 
93 
82 
98 

37 
30 


Martin's  Lane, 


Marseilles, 
Mear, 
Melody, 
Mendon, 
Missionary, 
Mount  Calvary, 
M'Keever, 
Munich, 
ew  Grafton, 
ewell, 
ewcourt. 
New  Suffield, 
New  Windsor. 
Nuremburg, 
Old  Hundred, 
Paradise, 
Parting  Friends, 
Peterborough, 
Pisgah, 

Plymouth  Dock, 
Plymouth, 
Poland, 
Portsmouth^ 
Quito, 
Reading, 
Retirement, 
Rochester, 
Salisbury, 
Savannah, 
Selkirk, 
Shields, 
Shirland, 
Silver  Street, 
Sorrow's  Tear, 
Stirling, 
St.  Thomas, 
St.  Olaves, 
Star  of  Bethlehem, 
Suffering  Saviour, 
Tarn  worth 
The  Star  in  the  East, 
Towanda, 
Trinity, 
25|Tuscarora, 
431  Va;g^'s  Hymn, 
^1  Vesj^^Hymn, 
Washington, 
Watchman, 
Wei  wood, 
Wesley, 
WiUiamson, 
Windham, 
Winter, 
Winchester, 
Wirkswoith, 
Zephyr, 


110 
111 

100 
97 
54 
84 
48 
92 

127 

129 
77 

119 
66 

105 
40 
36 

104 
22 

130 
73 

131 

141 
72 

116 
29 

13 

120 
94 
87 
38 

122 
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68 

23 

96 

52 

76 

106 

128 

88 

103 


101 

124 
49 
S3 
62 

121 
31 

134 
74 
28 

108 
42 
39 
53 
49 
50 
64 

138 

118 
27 
80 
92 
32 
44 
86 
48 
40 
69 
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59 

109 

34 

90 

91 

90 

60 

65 

113 

126 

135 

70 

140 

104 

81 

99 

73 

112 

114 

46 

139 

56 

134 

102 

61 

•  132 

58 

24 


IWDEX  to  the  Hymns. 


Again  the  Lord  of  life  and  76 

Ah,  why  should  this  immortal  117 
Alas  and  did  my  Saviour  bleed  135 
Amazing  sight,  the  Saviour  34 
And  must  this  body  die  1  39 

And  let  this  feeble  body  fail,  34 
Angels  roll  the  rock  away !  29 
An  alien  from  God,  and  a  122 

Arise,  my  soul,  arise  8^ 

Awake,  and  sing  the  song  25 

Arise,  my  soul !  with  rapture  86 
Awak'd  by  Sinai's  awful  sound  116 
Awake  my  soul,  to  joyful  lays  128 
Begone  uubelief !  my  Saviour  67 
Behold  the  Saviour  of  mankind  79 
Behold  the  Seer  of  Patmos  125 
Blest  is  the  tie  that  binds  65 

Blest  Comforter  Divine  36 

Blow  ye  the  trumpets,  blow  45 
Come  every  pious  heart  82 

Come  gracious  spirit,  heavenly  29 
Come  Holy  spirit  heav'nlyDove  33 
Come  Holy  spirit  come  36 

Come  Holy  Ghost  my  soul  100 
Come  Holy  spirit,  calm  my  103 
Come  humble  sinner  in  whose  135 
Comxe,  Lord  and  warm  each  33 
Come  let  us  ascend  111 

Come  my  fond  fluttering  heart  134 
Com.e  mourning  souls  rejoice  118 
Come  on  my  partners  in  127 

Come  sinners  attend  and  make  67 
Come  Saviour  Jesus  from  above  51 
Come  thod  fount  of  every  120 

Come  thou  Almighty  King  81 

Come  ye  that  know  and  fear  97 
Come  ye  weary  sinners,  come  62 
Dear  refuge  of  my  weary  soul  -  35 
Did  Christ  o'er  sinners  w^eep]  58 
Encompass'd  with  clouds  of  109 
Faith  adds  new  charms  to  64 

Far  from  thy  fold,  O  God  my  88 
Farewell !  dear  christian  141 

Father  whate'er  of  earthly  93 

Father — how  wide  thy  glory  99 
From  Greenland's  icy  121 

From  every  earthly  pleasure  121 
Glory  to  thee  my  God,  this  75 
Go  to  dark  Gethsemane  31 

Great  High  Priest,  we  view  112 
Grace  'tis  a  charming  sound  25 
Great  God,  to  thee  my  evening  75 


Guide  me,  O  thou  great  70 

Hail  my  ever  blessed  Jesus  108 
Hail  thou  once  despised  Jesus  43 
Hail  the  blest  morn  140 

Hark,  hark  the  notes  of  joy  83 
Hark  the  glad  sound,  the  61 

Hark  what  celestial  notes  45 

Hark !  the  voice  of  love  and  71 
Hark  I  the  song  of  jubilee  85 

Hark  my  soul,  it  is  the  Lord  106 
Hasten,  O  sinner  to  be  wise,  107 
Haste,  that  delightful  day,  94 

Hearts  of  stone,  relent,  relent  31 
He  comes !  he  comes !  the  100 
High  in  yonder  realms  of  light  63 
Hosannah  to  the  living  God  60 
How  firm  a  foundation  ye  56 

How  happy  are  they  111 

How  lovely  the  place  where  110 
How  oft,  alas!  this  wretched  93 
How  pleas'd  and  blest  was  I  53 
How  sv^eetly  flow'd  the  50 

How  tedious  and  tasteless  the  59 
If  God  had  bid  his  thunders  117 
If  human  kindness  meets  93 

I  hear  a  voice  that  comes  from  38 
I  love  to  steal  awhile  away  41 
I  quit  the  world's  fantastic  joys  117 
I  would  not  live  alway  123 

Jerusalem  my  happy  hpme  133 
Jesus  by  whose  grace  I  live  138 
Jesus,  dear  name,  how  sweet  102 
Jesus  drinks  the  bitter  cup  130 
Jesus  full  of  all  compassion  43 

Jesus  thou  ort  the  sinner's  2' 

Jesus,  who  knows  full  well 
Jesus  with  all  thy  saints  above 
Let  all  the  earth  their  voices 
Lo !  on  a  narrow  neck  of  iand  11  / 
Lord  st  thy  feet,  v/e  siru:icrs  lie   93 
Lord  help  me  to  rep^"^':;!  58 

Lord  with  glowiiv--  ■  r  :-t  I'd  108 
Mortals  awake,  wiih  Gr;;;-!:^  join  37 
My  God  how  endless  is^'thy  73 
My  God  the  spring  of  all  my  93 
My  gracious  Iledeemer  I  love  1C9 
MySa^viour,  my  Almi^^hty  47 

Now  begin  the  heavenly  theme  65 
Now  let  our  mourning  hearts  35 
Now  let  us  raise  our  cheerful  72 
Now  the  shades  of  night  are  63 
O  could  I  speak  the  matchless  116 


IIVBEX. 


O'er  the  gloomy  hills  of  71 

Ofl  as  the  bel]  with  solemn  toll  94 
O  God  of  salvation  in  mercy  110 
Oh  for  a  closer  walk  with  God  87 
Oh  for  a  glance  of  heavenly  day  78 
Oh  Saviour  when  I  think  of  thee  26 
Oh  where  shall  rest  be  found  39 
O  joyful  thought !  O  rapt'rous  37 
On  the  mountain's  top  appearing  23 
One  there  is  above  all  others  43 
Once  O  Lord  thy  garden  120 

O  Zion  afflicted  with  wave  57 

Pilgrim  burden'd  with  thy  sin  106 
Poor  v/ilder'd  weeping  heart  132 
Praise  to  the  Lord  on  high  45 

Prayer  was  appointed  to  convey  95 
.    Prayer  is  the  soul's  sincere         97 
Rejoice  the  Lord  is  King  83 

Return,  my  wand'ring  soul  28 
Rise  my  soul  and  stretch  thy  98 
Rock  of  Ages,  shelter  me  31 

Saviour  visit  thy  plantation  52 
See  how  the  morning  sun  91 

See  Salvation's  banner  wave  139 
See  th'  Eternal  Judge  71 

Shepherds  rejoice ;  lift  up  your  84 
Sinners  the  voice  of  God  regard  93 
Sinners  will  you  scorn  the  71 

Soft  be  the  gently  breathing  24 
Sometimes  a  light  surprises  119 
Sovereign  of  v/orlds  above 
Stay  thou  insulted  Spirit,  stay  26 
Stop  poor  sinner,  stop  and  130 

t  Stretch'd  en  lke  cress,  the  28 

Q^weet  is  the  scene^  when  24 

Qj,^,\-eet  the  moments  rich  in  112 
O'lr.-:,^  f>/vvfal  day  willsiarely  32 
Hale         '  ^^  past  and  gone  131 

H-..  ae  :M-.  ens  invite  mine  eyes  46 
The  iT!i;-:>iy  flood  that  rolls  58 
The  Saviotji  cells,  let  every  ear  33 


There  is  a  pure  and  peaceful  72 
The  Saviour,  O  what  endless  115 
The  Lord  himself  hath  bless'd  100 
The  ransom'd  spirit  to  her  126 
The  voice  of  free  grace  136 

Thou  didst  O  mighty  God  exist  76 
'Tis  a  point  I  long  to  know  63 
'Tis  finish'd ; — so  the  Saviour  74 
'Tis  midnight,  and  on  Olive's  74 
Thy  people,  Lord,  who  trust  95 
Thy  mercy,  my  God,  is  the  129 
To  Jesus  the  crown  of  my  hope  59 
Turn  not  away  when  Jesus  107 
Vain  delusive  world  adieu  137 
Wake — ^^wake  each  slumb'ring  132 
Welcome  sv/eet  day  of  rest  22 
Welcome  !  welcome  !  dear  71 
We've  no  abiding  city  here  95 
What  sinners  value,  I  resign  50 
Whence,  ah  whence,  this  mortal  23 
When  feeble  nature's  strife  28 
When  I  can  read  my  title  clear  27 
'When  I  the  blest  Redeemer  see  06 
When  I  view  my  Saviour  120 
When  languor  and  disease  118 
When  marshall'd  on  the  126 

When  shall  I  quit  this  wicked  107 
When  musing  sorrow  weeps  113 
When  shall  we  all  meet  again  138 
When  thou,  my  righteous  127 
When  we  close  our  eyes  in  63 
Where  high  the  heavenly  60 

While  life  prolongs  its  precious  102 
Vv^hile  on  the  verge  of  life  I  73 
Whilst  thee  I  seek,  protecting  41 
Why  should  the  Christian  fear  46 
Why  should  we  start  and  fear  24 
Ye  angels  who  stand  round  the  119 
Ye  saints  assist  me  in  my  song  47 
Ye  servants  of  God  66 

Ye  trembling  souls,  dismiss        61 


Extract  fr^m  the  Minutes  of  the  Synod  of  Philadelfihla, 

"  At  a  meeting  oftlie  bynod  of  Philadelphia,  heldatLewistown,  Pennsylvanift, 

October  30,  1832,  Mr.  WJson  made  the  following  report,  which  was  adopted,  viz; 

"The  committee,  to  whom  was  referred  the  considerationof  a  work  on  Sacred 

•*  Masick  (by  Mr.  J.  H.  Hjckcik)  called  the  ■'  Sacred  Harp,"  beg  leave  to  report  ; 

"  That  having  given  this  work  as  careful  an  examination  as  circumstances  wonid 

*■■  admit,  they  are  of  opinion  thai  the  following  resolution  onghtto  be  adopted,  viz: 

•  Resolved,  That  the  work  referred  to  above  be  recommended  to  the  patroR- 

"  age  oi:  ;he  churches  under  the  care  of  this  Sy  nod.  Attested  hy 

HEJNRY  R.  WILSON,  .Stated  CI' k' 
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